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A 2. 7 
To Her GRACE the 
DUTCHESS 
—_ 


HAMILTON, 


M aDan, 


5 S is W to make 
99 Addreſſes of this Na- 
ture at the Front of 
Books to implore future Pa- 
yr ao but I do not know 
of any Acknowledgments ex- 


"33 preſſed 


DEDICATION. 
preſſed this way for Favour 
towards Writings, after they 
have appeared in the World. 
I am ſure there is a juſter Pre- 
tencc for taking the Liberty of 
preſenting a Dedication in Gra- 
titude for Protection already 
granted, than to ſupplicate 
ſuch an Obligation. Vour 
Grace will, therefore, forgive 
me, that 1 lay before You an 
Edition of a Book, which I 
believe would never have ap- 
| peared, had not theſe Plays 
been acted at Your Requeſt, 
long after the Run of them, 
© (as the Phraſe is) was over in 
Town, 


DEDICATION, 

Town. If You will pleaſe to 
continue to them, by Your 
Influence, the Life to which 
You reſtored them, You will, 


I hope, do an Act not un- 


worthy that ingenuous Tem- 
per, which makes You ſo af- 
fectionately promote the more 
liberal Entertainments of the 
Stage. I have the Confidence 
to Sn thus much for theſe 
oi Po becauſe they are 
certainly Inoffenfive, if they 
do not deſerve to be called In- 8 
ſtructive. But I have ſaid 
the beſt thing I can to recom-— 


2 _ when I have de» 


_ clared 
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DEDICATION. 


clared they have Your Grace's 


Approbation. 


For in Writing Plays, not to 
diſpleaſe ſuch whoſe Minds are 


filled with the worthieſt Ideas 


of what is Laudable in real 
Life, is much more than to 
eſcape the Cenſure of ſuch as 
are more inclined to obſerve 


the Conduct of the Characters, 


as they are part of a Dramatic 
Entertainment. 

If chis elegant Taſte (with 
relation to Writings) in which 
Your Grace excels, were more 


frequently the Ambition of La- 


dies to attain, I do not know 
but 


DEDICATION. 
but a Converſation built upon 
the Characters ina well: wrought 

Play, might be almoſt as In- 
ſtructive as the common Prac- 
tice among them, of pulling to 

Pieces the Conduct of familiar 

Friends, or rehearſing defama- 

tory Reports of thoſe to whom 

they are Strangers. 
But fuch Meanneſs ought 
not to be mentioned in an 
Epiſtle to the Dutcheſs of 
HamiLToN, whoſe whole Be- 
haviour is the lively Expreſſion 
of that ſort of good Breeding 
which is founded on the Prin- 
ciples 


DEDICATION. 


ciples of good Nature and 
Generoſity. 


Vour Favour is ever beſtowed 


on the Unfortunate, and Your 
Praiſe on the Abſent. The 


juſt Condeſcenſion with which 


Lour Converſation is always 
adorned ; at once gives Specch 
to the Humble, Silence to the 


Preſumptuous. Your Aﬀabi- 
lity to me, when I have the 


Honour to wait upon You, 


and the very kind Things You 


Writings in my Abſence, put 
me under a Temptation of fal- 
ling i into the uſual Language of 
Dedications. 


Have ſo frequently ſaid of theſe 


* — — 
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DEDICATION. 


Dedieations. But I know this 
would be highly Offenſive to 


You, - and for this Reaſon I 


forbear to'tell You, that Your 
high Station in the World is as 
ealy to Your Inferiors as Your 
Self; that were You to appear 
any where unknown, all that 
ſhould converſe with You, 
would believe or wiſh Your 
Quality what it is; and that all 
who know You think it as im- 
poſſible to Envy Vou, as not to 
Eſteem You. As for this Ack- 
nowledgment which I here 
make You, for Your Partiali- 
ty to theſe Comedies, all I can 
te 3 5 ſay 


_ DEDICATION. 
fay is, that I ſhall think my- 
ſelf very happy, it You find, 


upon reading them again, that 
it is no Diminution to You, | 


(what is a great Addition to 
me) that I am, 


Mapa mn, 
Your Grace's 
moſt oblig d and 
moft abedient 
| bumble Servant, | 


=. Richard Steele, 
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1 Written by : 


Sir RICHARD STEELE. | 


Ut Qui conducti plorant in Funere, dicunt, 
Et faciunt prope plura dolentibus ex animo; fic 
Derifer Vero plus Laudatore movetur. Hos. 
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To the Right Honourable the 


| 06:6. OT? 
ALBEMARLE. 


 Mapan, 


KEXRMONG the many Nove ties 

A $. with which Your LADYSHIP, 
a Stranger in our Nation, is 
E daily 3 Vou have not 
yet been made acquainted with the Poeti- 
cal Engliſb Liberty, the Right of Dedi- 
cation; which entitles us to a Privilege 


'of Celebrating whatever for its Native 
Excellence is the juſt Object of Praiſe ; 
and is an Ancient Charter, by which the 


Muſes have always a Free Acceſs to the 


Habitation of the Graces, 


A 3 Hence 
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= DEDICATION. 


Hence it is that this Comedy waits on 
Your Ladyſhip, and preſumes to wel- 
come You amongſt us; though indeed, 
Madam, we are ſurpriſed to ſee You 


bring with You, what we thought was 


of our own Growth only, an agreeable 
Beauty : Nay, me muſt aſſure You, that 
we cannot give up ſo Dear an Article of 


our Glory, but aſſert it by our Right in 


You: For if 'tis a Maxim founded on 
the Nobleſt Human Law, that of Hoſ- 
pitality, that every Soil is a Brave Man's 
Country, England has a very juſt Pre- 
tence of Claiming as a Native, a Daugh- 
ter of Mr. Scravenmore. 

But Your Ladyſhip is not only endear- 
ed to us by the great Services of your 
Father, but alſo by the kind Offices of your 


_ Huſband, whoſe frank Carriage falls in 


with our Genius, which is Free, Open, 


and Unreſerved. In this the Generoſity 
of Your Tempers makes you both excel 


in ſo peculiar a Manner, that your Good 


Actions are their own Reward ; nor can 
they be return'd with Ingratitude, for 
none can forget the Benefits You confer 
ſo ſoon as You do Your Selves. 


But 


. „DIA ww 
But ye have a more indiſputable Title 
to a Dramatick Performance, than all 
theſe Advantages; for You are Your- 
ſelves, in a degenerate low Age, the 
nobleſt Characters which that fine Paſſion 


that ſupports the Stage has inſpir'd ; and 


as You have ad as Generous a Fide- 
lity as the Fancies of Poets have ever 


drawn in their Expecting Lovers, ſo may 


you enjoy as high a Proſperity as ever 
they have beſtow'd on their Rewarded : 
This You may poſſeſs in an happy Se- 
curity, for your Fortunes cannot move 


ſo much Envy, as Your Perſons Love, 


I am, 
Map AM 5 
Your Ladyſhip's moſt Devoted 


Humble S ervant, 


RICHARD STEEL E. 


A 4 


Ng. 


% 
* 


P R E F A C E. 


| HE Rehearſal of this Comedy was ho- 
noured with the Preſence of the Duke of 
| Devonſbire, who is as diſtinguiſhed by his 
fine Underſtanding as High Quality; mA 
cence of it moved him to the 8 of expreſ- 


nno- 


fing himſelf in its Favour. Tis his Manner to be 


pleaſed where he is not offended; a Condeſcenſion 


which delicate Spirits are obliged to for their own 
Eaſe, for they would have but a very ill Time of it, 
if they ſuffered themſelves to be diverted with no- 


thing but what could bear their Judgment. 


That elegant and illuſtrious Perſon, will, I hope, 


pardon my Gratitude to the Town, which obliges 


me to report ſo ſubſtantial a Reaſon for their Ap- 


* probation of this Play, as that he permitted it: 
But I know not in what Words to thank my Fel- 


Jow-Soldiers for their Warmth and Zeal in my 


Behalf, nor to what to attribute their, undeſerved 


Favour, except it be, that 'tis habitual to them to 
run to the Succour of thoſe they ſee in Danger.— 


The Subject of the Drama tis hoped will be ac- 
ceptable to all Lovers of Mankind, ſince Ridicule 


is partly levelled at a ſet of People who live in 
impatient Hopes to ſee us out of the World, a 
Flock of Ravens that attend this numerous City 
for their Carcaſes ; but indeed, *tis not in the 
Power of any Pen to ſpeak them better than they 
do themſelves : As for example, on a Door, I juſt 
now paſt by, a great Artift thus informs us of his 
Cures upon the Dead. | 

W. W. 


, 
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W. W. Known and approved for his Art of Em- 
balming, having preſerved the Corps of a Gentle- 
zwoman ſweet and entire Thirteen Tears, without 
embotbelling, and has reduced the Bodies of ſeveral 
Perſons of Quality to Sweetneſs in Flanders and 
Ireland, after Nine Months 1 in the 


Ground, and they were known by their Friends in 


England. No Man performeth the like. 


He muſt needs be ſtrangely in love with this 
Life, who is not touched with this kind Invitation 
to be pickled; and the noble Operator muſt be al- 
lowed a very uſeful Perſon for bringing old Friends 
together; nor would it be unworthy his Labour to 
give us an Account at large of the ſweet Conver- 
{ation that aroſe upon meeting ſuch an entire 
Friend as he mentions. 

But to be ſerious; is there any Thing, but its 
being downright Fact, could make a rational Crea- 
ture believe *twere poſſible to arrive at this fantaſtic 
poſthumous Folly? Not at the ſame Time but 
that it were Buffoonery rather than Satire to ex- 
plode all Funeral Honours ; but then it is certain- 
ly neceſſary to make them ſuch that the Mourners 
ſhould be in Earneſt, and the Lamented worthy of 


our Sorrow: But this Purpoſe is fo far from being 


ſerved, that it is utterly deſtroyed by the manner 
of Proceeding among us, where the Obſequies, 
which are due only to the beſt and higheſt of Hu- 
man Race (to admoniſh their ſhort Survivors that 
neither Wit nor Valour, nor Wiſdom, nor Glory 
can ſuſpend our Fate) are proſtituted, and beſtowed 
upon ſuch as have nothing in common with Men, 
but their Mortality. | 1 

But the dead Man is not to paſs off ſo eaſily, for 


his laſt Thoughts are alſo to ſuffer Diſſection, and , 
„ it. 


it ſeems there is no Art to be learned to ſpeak our 
own Senſe in other Mens Words, and a Man in a 
Gown that never ſaw his Face ſhall tell you im- 
mediately the Deſign of the Deceas'd, better than 
all his old Acquaintance ; which is ſo perfect an 
Focus Pocus, that without you can repeat ſuch and 
ſuch Words, you cannot convey what is in your 
Hands into another's; but far be it from any Man's 
Thought to ſay there are not Men of ſtrict Inte- 
grity of the Long Robe, tho' it is not every Body's 
good Fortune to meet with them. | 
However the daily legal Villanies we ſee com- 
mitted, will alſo be eſteemed Things proper to be 
proſecuted by Satire, nor could our enſuing Legiſ- 
latives do their Country a more ſeaſonable Office, 
than to look into the Diſtreſſes of an unhappy 
People, who groan perhaps in as much Miſery un- 
der entangled, as they could do under broken 
Laws; nor could there be a Reward high enough 
aſſigned for a great Genius, if ſuch may be found, 
who has Capacity ſufficient to glance through the 
ſalſe Colours that are put upon us, and propoſe to 
the Engliſb World, a Method of making Juſtice 
flow in an uninterrupted Stream; there is ſo clear 


a Mind in being, whom we will name in Words 
that of all Men breathing can be only ſaid of him: 


Tis he that is Excellent. 


Seu linguam cauſis acuit, ſeu Civica ura, 


| Lady Sbarlot.— ,. 
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Pp R OL O G U E, 


Spoken by Mr. WIL ES. 


Nr, s deſerted, and Ne Art, 
To dazzle now the Eye, has left the Heart ; 
Gay Lights aud Dreſſes, long extended Scenes, 


Demons and Angels mowing in Machines; 


All that can now, or pleaſe, or fright the Fair, 

May be performed without a Writer's Care, 

And is the Skill of Carfenter, not Player. 

Old Shakeſpear's Days could not thus far advance; 

But whats his Buſtin to our Ladder Dance? N 
In the mid Region a filk Youth to fland, k 
With that unwieldy Engine at Command ! 
Gorg'd with intemperate Meals while here you fit, 
Well may you take Activity for Wit: 

He, let Confufion on ſuch Dulneſs ſeize ; 

Bluſh you're ſo pleas d, as we that ſo we pleaſes 
But we, till kind to your inverted Senſe, _ 
Do moſt unnatural Things once more diſpenſe. 

For fince you're flill prepoſt'rous in Delight, 

Our Author made, a full Houſe to invite, 


A Funeral Comedy to-night. 


Nor does he fear that you will take the Hint, 


And let the Funeral his own be meant; 


No, in Old England nothing can be won 
Without a Faction, Good or Il] be done; 
To own this our frank Author does not fear ; 
But hopes for a kern party here : | 
He knows b has num rous Friends, nay, knows they? Il ſhe it, 
And for the Fellow: Seldier ſave the Poets 
Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Lord Brumpton. SEE. _ Mr. Thomas. 
Lord Hardy, Son to Lord Brampton. - Mr, Cibber. 
Mr. Campley. Mr. Wilks. 
Mr. Trufty, Steward to Lord Brompton, Mr. Mills. 
Cabinet. * I Mr. Toms, 
Mr. Sable, an Uadataber.- 8 Mr. Johnſon. 


Puzzle, a Lawyer... ä Mr. Boaven, 


Trim, Servant to Lord Hardy. Mr. Penkethmani 


Tom, the Lawyer's Clerk. Mir. Fairbank. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Brumpton. Mrs. Verbruggen. 
Lady Sharlot artes Siſtersleft in | Mrs. Oldfeld. 
Lady Harriot I ward toLdBrumpton. Mrs. Rogers. 
\Mademoi/elle d 'Epingle. | Mrs. Lucas. 
Tattleaid. Mrs, Kent. 
Mrs. Fardingale. Mr. Norris. 
Kate Matchlock. i Mr. Bulloch. 


FVifitant Le dies, Sable's Servants, Recruits, &e. 
% 5 | 
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AT Ib 42 CEN'E HK 


Enter Cabinet, Sable, and Campley. 


Burſt wy . b ſe 
urſt into Laughter, can't bear to ſee 
i, _ N writ over an 5 's Door, Dreſſes for 
7 the Dead, and Neceſlaries for Funerals! 
"IS: ha! ha! ba 
5 Sab. Well, Gentlemen, *tis very well, 1 
know you are of the Laughers, che Wits that take the 

L.. .iberty to deride all Things that are magnificent and 

ſolemn. 

3 Cam. Nay, but after all, I can't but admire Sabꝰs 

* nice diſcerning on the ſuperfluous Cares of Mankind, 

7 that could lead them to the Thought of raiſing an 
Eſtate by providing Horſes, Equipage, and Furniture, 
for thoſe that no longer need 'em. 

Cab. But is it not ſtrangely contradictory, that Men 
can come to ſo open, ſo apparent an Hypocriſy, as in the 


Face 


14 The FUNERAL: Or, 
Face of all the World, to hire profeſſed Mourners to 
grieve, lament, and follow in their Stead, the neareſt 
Relations, and ſuborn others to do by Art, what they 
themſelves ſhould be prompted to by Nature? 
Sab. That's reaſonably enough ſaid, but they regard 
themſelves only in all they aQ ; for the Deceas'd, and the 
poor Dead are delivered to my Caſtody, to be embalm'd, 
flaſh'd, cut, and dragg'd about, not to do them Honour, 
but to ſatisfy the Vanity or Intereſt of their Survivors. 
Cam. This Fellow's every way an Undertaker! How 
well and luckily he talks! his prating ſo aptly, has, 
methinks, ſomething more ridiculous in it, than if he 
were abſurd ! | [Ale to Cabinet. 
Cab. But, as Mr. Campley ſays, how could you dream 
of making a Fortune from ſo chimerical a Foundation, 
as the Proviſion of Things wholly needleſs and inſigni- 
ficant ? | 
Sab. Alas, Gentlemen, the Value of all Things under 
the Sun is merely fantaſtick : We run, we ſtrive, and 
purchaſe Things with our Blood and Money, quite 
foreign to our intrinſick real Happineſs, and which 


have a Being in Imagination only, as you may ſee by 


the Pother that is made about Precedence, Titles, 
Court- Favour, Maidenheads and China- ware. 


Cam. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all thoſe are Objects that 1 


promote our Joy, are bright to the Eye, or ſtamp upon 
our Minds Pleaſure and Self. ſatis faction. 


Sab. You are extremely miſtaken, Sir; for one would 
wonder, to confider that after all our Outeries againſt. 


Self-intereſted Men, there are few, very few in the 
whole World that live to themſelves, but ſacrifice their 
Boſom-Bliſs to enjoy a vain Show and Appearance of 
Proſperity in the Eyes of others; and there is often no- 
thing more inwardly diſtreſs'd, than a young Bride in 
her glittering Retinue, or deeply joyful, than a young 

Widow in her Weeds and black Train ; of both which, 
the Lady of this Houſe may be an Inſtance; for ſhe has 
been the one, and is, II! be ſworn, the other. 

Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt learnedly |! 8 
a 


Gzirr A-LA-MODE. 15 


Sab. I have the deepeſt Learning, Sir, Experience: Re. 
member your Widow-Couſin that married laſt Month, 
Cab. Ay, but how cou'd you imagine ſhe was in all 
that Grief an Hypocrite !—-Could all thoſe Shrieks, 


thoſe Swoonings, that riſing falling Boſom be con- 


ftrain'd ? You're uncharitable, Sable, to believe it: 
what Colour, what Reaſon had you for it's? 

Sab. Firſt, Sir, her Carriage in her Concerns with me, 
for I never yet could meet with a ſorrowful Relict, but 
was herſelf enough to make a hard Bargain with me 
Yet I muſt confeſs they have frequent Interruptions of 
Grief and Sorrow when they read my Bill but as for 
her, nothing, ſhe reſolv'd, that look'd bright or joyous 
ſhould after her Love's Death approach her. All herSer- 
vants that were not Coal black muſt turn out; a fair Com- 
plexion made her Eyes and Heart ake, ſne'd none but 
downright Jet, and to exceed all Example, ſhe hir d my 
Mourning Furniture by theYear,and in caſe of my Mor- 
tality ty'd my Son to the ſame Article; ſo in ſix Weeks 
Time ran away with a young Fellow—Pr'ythee, puſh on 
briſkly, Mr. Cabinet, now is your Time to have this Widow, 
forTattleaid tells me ſhe always ſaid ſhe*d never marry— 

Cab. As you ſay, that's generally the moſt hopeful 


Sign. | 


Sack. I tell you, Sir, *tis an infallible one ; you know 
thoſe Profeſſions are only to introduce Diſcourſe of Ma- 


4. 


trimony and young Fellows. | 


Cab. But I ſwear I could not have Confidence ev'n 
after all our long Acquaintance, and the mutual Love 


which his Lordſhip (who indeed has now been ſo kind 


as to leave us) has ſo long interrupted, to mention a 

Thing of ſuch a Nature fo unſeaſunably—— | 
Sab. Unſeaſonably! Why I tell you *tis theonlySeaſon 

(granting herSorrow unfeign'd:) When would you ſpeak 


of Paſſion, but in the Midſt of Paſſions ? There's a what 
| "_ call, a Criſis— The lucky Minute that's ſo talk'd 
Ot, 


is a Moment between] oy and Grief, which you muſt 
take hold of, and puſh your Fortune But get you in, 
and you'll beſt read your Fate in the Reception Mrs. Tattle- 
aid gives you: All ſhe ſays, and all ſhe does, nay, her 
ge | very 
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very Love and Hatred are mere Repetition of her Lady- 
(ſhip's Paſſions: III ſay that for her, ſhe's a true Lady's 
Woman, and is herſelf as much a ſecond-hand Thing, 
as her Clothes. But I muſt beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, 
my People are come | ſee— [| Exeunt Cab. and Camp. 
1 Enter Sable's Men. . 
Where in tbe Name of Goodneſs have you all been! 
Have you brought the Saw-duſt and Tar for embalm- 
ing ? Have you the Hangings and the Sixpenny Nails, 
and my Lord's Coat of Arms! | 
LU | Enter Servant. 
Serv. Ves, Sir, and had come ſooner, but I went to the 
Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gatrhergree/e that died 
laſt Night—he has promiſed to invent one againſt to- 
| morrow, \ . | 
| Sab. Ah! Pox take ſome of our Cits, the firſt Thing 
| after theirDeath 1s to take Care of their Birth—Pox, let 
him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the firſt of his Family 
| that ever wore one: Well, come you that are to be Mour- 
| ners in this Houſe put on your fad Looks, and walk by 
| me that I may fort you; Ha you! a little more upon 
| theDiſmal; [ forming their Countenances—] this Fellow has 
| a good mortal Look—place him near the Corps: That 
Wainſcot Face muſt be o' top of the Stairs; that Fellow's 
almoſt in a Fright (that looks as if he were full of ſome 
ſtrange Miſer) at the Entrance of theHall—So—but PI 
fix you all myſelf—Let's have no laughing now on any 
Provocation: [makes Faces. ] Look \ obey that hale well- 
looking Puppy! You ungratefulScoundrel, did not Ipity 
you, take you out of a great Man's Service, and ſhe you 
| thePleaſure of receiving Wages ? Did notI give youTen, 
F thenFifteen,nowTwentyShillings a Week, to beSorrow- 
| ful? and the more Igive you, I think, the Gladderyou are. 
5 Enter a Bey. F; 
Boy. Sir, the Grave-digger of St. Timothy's in the 
Fields would ſpeak with you. | Sls 
Sab. Let him come in 
| Enter Grawe-digger. 3 
Crav. I carry'd home to your Houſe the Shrowd the 
Gentleman was bury'd in laſt Night; I could not get his 
Ring 


- "458 
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privately to bring 
where ſhe died inChild-birch to be buried like a Maid; 
butthere is nothing minded: Well, I have put off that till 


of your Recoveries again. An 
Warrant you have not calPd at Mr. Peſles the Apothecary: 
Will that fellow never pay me? I ſtand bound for all the 
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Ring off veryeaſi ly, thereforel brought you the Fingerand 


all; and, Sir, theSexton gives his Service to you, and de- 
fires to know whether you'd have any Bodies remov'd or 
not: If not, he'll let em lie in their Graves a Weeklonger. 

Sab. Give him myService, I can't tell readily: but our 
Friend, tell him, Dr. Paſſeport, with the Powder, has pro- 
miſed me fix or ſeven Funerals this Week. I'll ſend to our 
Country Farm at Kenſington- Gravel. Pite, and our City- 
Houſe in Warwick-lane for News, you ſhall know Time 
enough. Hark'ee, be ſure there's Gare taken to give my 
Lady Languiſb's Woman a Fee to keep out that young 
Fellow who came laſt from Oxford; hel! ruin us all. 

| Enter Goody Traſh, 
I wonder, GoodyTrafh, you could not be more punctual; 
when I told you I wanted you, and your two Daughters, 


to be three Virgins to-night to ſtand in White about my 


Lady e Body, and you know you were 
er Home from the Man-Midwife's, 


to-morrow; go, and get your Bag of Brick- duſt and your 


Whiting. Go, and fell to the Cook-maids; know who 


is ſurfeited about Town: Rein me no bad 2 oo 
you, Mr, Blockhead, 


Poiſon in that ſtarving Murderer's Shop: He ſerves me 


juſt as Dr, Quibus did, who promiſed to write a Treatiſe 


againſt Water-Gruel,a damn'd healthySlop that hasdone 


me more Injury than all the Faculty: Look you now, you 


are all upon the Sneer, let me have none but downright 
ſtupid Countenances — I've a good mind to turn you all 


off, and take People out of thePlay-houſe ; but hang em 
they are as ignorant of their Parts as you are of yours, 
they never act but hen they ſpeak; when the chief Indi- 
cation of the Mind is in the Geſture, or indeed in caſe of 


Sorrow, in no Geſture, except you were to a& a Widow, 


or ſo.— But yours, youDolts, is all in dumbShow,dumb 


Show. I mean expreſſive eloquent Show : As who can 


ſee ſuch an horrid uglyPhiz as that Fellow's, and not be 


ſhock' d 


18 .The FUN ERAL: O, 

ſhockꝰd, offended and killed of all Joy while he beholds 
it ? But we muſt not loiter—Ye ſfupid Rogues, whom 
I have picked out of the Rubbiſh of Mankind, and fed 
for your eminent Worthleſsneſs, attend, and know that 
I ſpeak you this Moment ſtiff and immutable to all 
Senſe of Noiſe, Mirth or Laughter: ¶ Maſes Mouths at em 
.as they paſs by him to bring em to a conſtant Countenance.] 
So, they are pretty well—pretty well 

FP Enter Truſty and Lord Brampton. 

Tru. *Twas Fondneſs, Sir, and tender Duty to you, 
who have been ſo worthy and ſo juſt a Maſter to me, 
made me ſtay near you; they left me ſo, and there I 
found you wake from your Lethargick Slumber ; on 
which I will aſſume an Authority to beſeech you, Sir, 
to make juſt Uſe of your revived Life, in ſeeing who 
are your true Friends, and knowing her who has ſo 
. wrought upon your noble Nature, as to make it act 
,againſt itſelf in difinheriting your brave Son. "8 
Id. B. Sure tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a Crea- 


ture as you tell me—My Mind reflects upon ten thou- 
ſand Endearments that plead unanſwerably for her: Her. 


chaſte reluctant Love, her eaſy Obſervance of all my 


-wayward Humours, to which ſhe would accommodate . 
Herſelf with ſo much Eaſe, I could ſcarce obſerve it was 


a Virtue in her; ſhe hid her very Patience. bn 
Tru. It was all Art, Sir, or IndiFerence to you, 
what I ſay is downright Matter of Fact. | 
Ld. B. Why didſt thou ever tell me it! or why not 
in my Life-time, for I muſt call it ſo, nor can I date a 


Minute mine, after her being falſe, all paſt that Mo- 


for 


ment is Death and Darkneſs : Why didſt thou not tell 


me then, I ſay? 


- . Tru. Becauſe you were too much in Love with her to 


be inform'd; nor did I ever know a Man that touch'd on 


Conjugal Affairs couldever reconcilethe jarringHumours 
but in a common Hatred of the Intermedler : But on 


this moſt extraordinary Occaſion, which ſeems pointed 


out by Heaven itſelf to diſengage you from yourCruelty 
and Baniſhment of an innocent Child, I muſt, I will 


conjure you to be conceal'd, and but contain yourſelf, 
: In 
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in hearing one Diſcourſe with that curs'd Inſtrument of 
all her Secrets, that Taztleaid, and you'll ſee what I tell 
you; you'll call me then your Guardian and good Genius. 

Ld. B. Well, you ſhall govern me, but would I had 
dy'd in earneſt ere I had known ity my Head ſwims, as 
it did when 1 fell into my Fit, at the Thoughts of 1t— 
How dizzy a Place is this World you live in! All hu- 
man Life's a mere Vertigo! vis, 

Tru, Ay, ay, my Lord, fine Reflections, fine Reflec- 
tions, but that does no Buſineſs : Thus, Sir, we'll tand con- 
ceal'd, and hear, I doubt not, a much ſincerer Dialogue 
than uſual between vicious Perſons ; for a late Accident 
has given a little Jealouſy, which makes them over -· act 


their Love and Confidence in each other. | They retire. 


Enter Widow and Tattleaid meeting, and running to 
„ each other. 
Mia. Oh, Tattleaid! His and our Hour is come! 
Tat. I always ſaid by his Church - yard Cough, you'd 
bury him, but ſtill you were impatient—— 
Mid. Nay, thou haſt ever been my Comfort, my Con- 
ſident, my Friend, and my Servant; and now [Il reward 


thy Pains; for tho? I ſcorn the whole Sex of Fellows, Dll 
give em Hopes for thy Sake; every Smile, every Frown, 


every Geſture, Humour, Caprice and Whimſey of mine, 
ſhall be Gold to thee Girl ; thou ſhalt feel all the Sweets 


and Wealth of being a fine rich Widow's Woman: Oh! 


how my Head runs my firſt Year out and jumps to all the 


Joys of Widowhood! If thirteen Months hence a Friend 


ſhould haul one to a Play one has a Mind to ſee, what 
Pleaſure *tw:ll be, when my Lady Brumpton's Footman's 
called (who kept a Place for that very Purpoſe) to make 
ſudden Inſurrection of fine Whigs in the Pit and Side 
Boxes. Then, with a pretty Sorrow in one's Face, and a 


willing Bluſh for being ſtared at, one ventures to loo 
round, and bow to one of one's own Quality. Thus [very 
_ direly] to a ſnug pretending Fellow of no Fortune. Thus 
| [4 ſcarce ſeeing him] to one that writes Lampoons. Thus 


fearfully] to One one really loves : Thus [coking down] 
to one Woman-Acquaintance ; from Box to Box thus: 


Lwith Locks differently familiar] And when one has done 
| | one's 
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one's Part, obſerve the Actors do theirs, but with my 
Mind fixed not on thoſe I look at, but thoſe that | 

at me Then the Serenades! The Lovers! | 

Tat. Oh, Madam, you make my Heart bound within 
me: I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage em all; 
and indeed, Madam, the Men are really very filly Crea- 
tures, *tis no ſuch hard Matter—They Rulers! 'They 
Governors! I warrant you indeed! 

Wid. Ay, Tattleaid, they imagine themſelves mighty 
Things, but Government founded on Force only, is a 
brutal Power We rule them by their Affections, which 
blinds them into Belief that they rule us, or at leaſt are 
in the Government with us--But in this Nation our Pow- 
er is abſolute ; thus, thus, we ſway—[ Playing her 1 
A Fan is both the Standard and the Flag of England - 
laugh to ſee Men go on our Errands, ſtrut in great Offi - 
ces, live in Cares, Hazards and Scandals, to come -Home 
and be Fools to us in Brags of their Diſpatches, Nego- 
tiations, and their Wiſdoms-—as my good Dear deceas'd 
uſed to entertain me; which, I to relieve myſelf from—. 
would liſp ſome filly Requeſt, pat him on the Face—He 
Makes his head at my pretty Folly, calls me Simpleton; 
gives me a Jewel, then goes to Bed ſo wiſe, ſo ſatisfied, 

and ſo deceiv'd !—— | | 
Tat. But I proteſt, Madam, I've always wonder'd how 
you could accompliſhmy young Lord's being diſinherited. 

Wid. Why, Tatty, you muſt know my late Lord how 
eg that ſounds, my late Lord! But I ſay, my late 
Lord Fribble was Generoſity I preſs'd him there, 
and whenever you, by my Order, had told him Stories to 
my Son- in- law's Diſadvantage, in his Rage and Reſent · 
ment, I (whoſe Intereſt lay otherwiſe) always feil on my 
' "Knees to implore his Pardon, and with Tears, Sighs and 

Importunities for him prevail'dagainſt him: Beſides this, 
you know I had, when I pleaſed, Fits; Fits are a mighty 
Help in the Government of a good-natur'd Man : butin 
an ill-natur'd Fellow have a Care of **m—he'll hate you 
for natural Infirmities ; will remember your Face in its 
Diſtortion, and not value your Return of Beauty. 


Tat. 
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Tat. O rare Madam ! your Ladyſhip's a great Head - 
piece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard Taſk, if I 
may take the Liberty to ſay it to enjoyall Freedoms, 
and ſeem to abſtain, to manage the Number of Preten- 
ders, and keep the Diſobliged from prating 

Mid. Never fear, Taztlaid; while you have Riches, 
if you affront one to abuſe, you can give Hopes to ano- 
ther to defend you: "Theſe Maxim: have been laying 
up all my Huſband's Life-time, for we muſt provide a- 
gainſt Calamities— . 

Tat. But now, Madam, a fine young Gentleman with 
a red Coat, that dances 50000 
Mid. You may be ſure the happy Man (if it be in Fate 
that there is a happy Man to make me an unhappy Wo- 
man) ſhall not be an old one again: Age and Vouth 
married, is the Crueltyin Dryden Virgil, where Mezentiug 
ties the Dead and Living ther; I'm ſure I was ty'd 
to a dead Man many a long Day before I durſt bury him 
—But'the-Day is now my own—Yet now I think on't, 
Tattleaid, be ſure to keep an obſtinate Shyneſs to all our 
old Acquaintance: Let'em talk of Favours if they pleaſe, 
if we grant 'em ſtill, they Il grow Tyrants to us; if we 
diſcard *em, the Chaſte and. Innocent will not believe 
we could have Confidence to do it, where it ſo; and 
the Wiſe, if they believe it, will applaud our Prudence. 
Tat.Ay,Madam—I believe, Madam Iſpeak, Madam, 
but my humble Senſe - Mr. Cabinet would marry you. 
Mid. Marry me! No, Tattleaid, he that is ſo mean as 
to marry a Woman, after an Affair with her, will be ſo 
baſe as'to-upbraid that very Weakneſs: He that marries 
his Wench will uſe her like his Wench——Such a Pair 
muſt ſure live in a ſecret mutual Scorn of each other 
and Wedlock is Hell, if at leaſt one Side does not love, as 
it would be Heaven if both did; and I believe it fo much 
Heaven, as to think it was never enjoyed in this World. 
Eater a Woamin. 8 
Vom. A Gentleman to Mrs. Tatthaid— [ Exit. Tat, 

id. Go to him—Bleſs me, how careleſs and open 
have I been to this ſubtle Creature in the Caſe of Cabi- 
net, the's certainly in his Intereſts—We People of 3 

ay" OY ITY * 
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dition are never guarded enough againſt thoſe about us: 
They watch when our Minds boil over with Joyor Grief, 
to come in upon us: How miſerable *tis to have One 


one hates always about one, and when one can't endure 


one's own Reflection upon ſome Actions, who can bear the 


Thoughts of another upon 'em? But ſhe has me by deep 


Secrets— The 7talians, they ſay, can readily remove the 


too much intruſted—Oh, their pretty ſcented Gloves! 


This Wench I know has play'd me falſe, and horned me 
in my Galants ; Oh Jah, I could refign all my Female 
Engliſh Liberty to thee, for thy much dearer Female Plea «+ 
ſure, Revenge! Well, what's the Matter, dear Tatiy— 
| Enter Tattleaid. | 

Tat. The Matter, Madam ? why, Madam, Counſellor 
Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladyſhip about the Will 
and the Conveyance of the Eſtate—there muſt, it ſeems, 
be no Time loſt for Fear of Things; fye, fye, Madam, you 
a Widow theſe there Hours, * not look'd on a Parch- 
ment yet—Oh ĩmpious to neglect the Will of the Dead! 


Mid. As you ſay indeed, there is no Will of a Huſ- 


band's ſo willingly obey'd as his laſt. But I muſt go in, 
and receive him in my Formalities, leaning on a Couch 
is as neceſſary a Poſture, as his going behind his Deſk 


when he ſpeaks to a Client—But do you bring him in 


hither till [ am ready — Exit. 
Tat. Mr. Counſellor, Mr. Counſellor—— [ Calling, 
Enter Puzzle and Clerk. | 


Pux. Servant, good Madam Tartleaid, my ancient 
Friend is gone, but Buſineſs muſt be minded=—— 
Tat. I told my Lady twice or thrice, as ſhe lies in 


dumb Grief on the Couch within, that you were here, 


but ſhe regarded me not; hawever, ſince you ſay tis of 
ſuch Moment, I'll venture to introduce you: Pleaſe but 
to repoſe here a little, while I ſtep in; for methinks 1 


would a little prepare her. | [Exit Tattleaid. 


Puz. Alas! Alas! poor Lady! 
Damn'd Hypocrites ! Well, this Nobleman's Death is a 
little ſudden : Therefore pray let me recollect: Open 
the Bag, good Tom; now Tom thou art my Nephew, my 
dear Siſter Kate's only Son, and my Heir, therefore 


I will 


aft 


— IE. 
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Iwill conceal from thee on no Occaſion any Thing; for I 
would enter thee into Buſineſs as ſoon as poſſible. Know 
then, Child, that the Lord of this Houſe was one of your 
Mlen of Honour, and Senſe, who loſe the Latter in the 
Former, and are apt to take all Men to be like themſelves; 


now this Gentleman intirely truſted me, and I made the 
only Uſe a Man of Buſineſs can of a Truſt, I cheated 
him ; for I 1 before his Face, made his 
whole Eſtate liable to an hundred per Annum for myſelf, 
for good Services, Sc. As for Legacies, they are good 
or not, as I pleaſe ; for let me tell you, a Man muſt take 
Pen, Ink, and Paper, fit down by an old Fellow, and pre- 


tend to take Directions, but a true Lawyer never makes 


any Man's Will but his own; and as the Prieſt of old 
among us got near the dying Man, and gave all to the 
Church, ſo now the Lawyer gives all to the Law. | 

Clerk. Ay, Sir, but Prieſts then cheated the Nation 
by doing their Offices in an unknown Language. 

Pax. True, but ours is a Way much ſurer, for we 
cheat in no Language at all, but loll in our own Coaches, 
eloquent in Gibberiſh, and learned in Jingle. | 
Pull out the Parchment, there's the Deed, I made it as 
long as I could Well, I hope to ſee the Day, when 
the Indenture ſhall be the exact Meaſure of the Land 
that paſſes by it— For *tis a Diſcouragement to 
the Gown, that every ignorant Rogue of an Heir ſhould 
in a Word or two underſtand his Father's Meaning, and 
hold ten Acres of Land by half an Acre of Parchment 
———- Nay, I hope to ſee the Time when that there is 
indeed ſome Progreſs made in, ſhall be wholly effected; 
and by the Improvement of the noble Art of Tautology, 
every Inn in Holborn an Inn of Court, Let others 
think of Logick, Rhetorick, and I know not what 
Impertinence, but mind thou Tautolog y 
What's the firſt Excellence in a Lawyer? Rely 2 
What's the Second? Tautology: What's the Third? 
Tautology : As an old Pleader ſaid of Action: But to 
turn to the Deed; [ Pulls out an immeaſurable Parchment] 
for the Will is of no Force if I pleaſe, for he was not 
capable of making one after the Former — as I 


managed 
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managed it——— pon which Account I now wait on 


my Lady ; by the Way, do you know, the true mean- 
ing of the Word a Deed ? a ki gies 


e 4 * 


Par. Right, tis emphatically ſo called, becauſe after 


it all Deeds and Actions are of no Effect, and you 
have nothing to do but hang yourſelf the only oblig- 
ing Thin you cam then do But I was telling you 
the Uſe o — e toward the Middle of 
that Inftrument ; ¶ Clerꝭ reads] I the ſaid Earl of Brump- 
ton, to give, beſtow, grant and bequeath, over and above 
the ſaid Premiſſes, all the Site and Capital Meſſuage 
called by the Name of Oatham, and all Outhouſes, 
Barns, Stables, and other Edifices and Buildings, Yards, 
Orchards, Gardens, Fields, Arbors, Trees, Lands, 
Earths, Meadows, Greens, Paſtures, Feedings, Woods, 
Underwoods, Ways, Waters, Watercourſes, Fiſhing 
Ponds, Pools, Commons, Common of Paſture, Paths, 
Heath-Thickets, Profits, Commodities, and Emolu- 
ments, with their and every of their Appurtenances 
whatſoever, to the ſaid Capital Meſ.- 12 
fuage and Site belonging, or in any Puzzle nods and 
wiſe appertaining, or with the ſame | /neers as the ſyno- 


heretofore uſed, occupied or enjoy- C nimous Words are 


_ ed, accepted, executed, known, or ¶ repeating, whom 
taken as Part, Parcel, or Member of \ Lord Padma 
the ſame; containing in the Whole \ fcornfully mimicks. 
by Eſtimation, four Hundred Acres 1 5 5 — 
of the large Meaſure, or thereabouts, be the ſame more 
or leſs; all and fingular which the ſaid Site, Capital 
Meſſuage, and other the Premiſſes, with their and every 
of their Appurtenances are ſituate, lying and being 
Pu. Hold, hold good Ton; you do come on indeed 
in Buſineſs, but don't uſe your Noſe enough in Reading 
AAA Eeads in a vidiculons Laws-T one, till out of Breath] 


3 Why you're quite out- you read to be underſfood - let 
me ſes it—!I the ſaid Earl —— Now again, ſuppoſe this 


wereto be in Lat. ¶ Runs into Latin ferminations making 


4 N n | 1 n : 3 
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— 
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die Prumpton—Totas meas Barnos—Outhouſas & Stabulas 
— Yardos—But there needs no further Peruſal.—t now 
recolle& the Whole—myLord, by this Inſtrument diſin- 
berits his Son utterly—gives all to my Lady—and 
moreover, grants the Wards of two Fortune Wards to 
ber 7 e, to be ſold by her; which is the Subject 

of my Buſineſs to her Lady ſhip, who methinks a little 

overdoes the Affair of Grief, in letting me wait thus 
long on ſuch welcome Articles But here— 
Enter Tattleaid wiping her Eyes. | 
Tat. J have in vain done all I can to make her re- 
gard me.— Pray, Mr. Puzz/e, you're a Man of Senſe, 
come 1n yourſelf, and ſpeak Reaſon to bring her to 
ſome Conſideration of herſelf, if poſſible. 
Puz. Tom, I'll come down to the Hall to you; dear 
Madam, lead on. | 
iM [Exit Clerk one Way, Puz. Tatt. another. 
a. Brumpton and Truſty advance from their Conceal- 
Xt ment after a long Pauſe, and ſtaring at each other. 
I. d. B. Trufty, on thy-Sincerity, on thy Fidelity to 
me thy Friend, thy Patron, and thy Maſter, anſwer me 
directly to one Queſtion : Am I really alive? Am I 
that 1dentical, that numerical, that very ſame Lord 
Brumpton, that— | | | b. 
1 Tru. That very Lord - that very Lord Brumpton, the 
very generous, honeſt and good Lord Brumpton, ho 
j pent his ſtrong and riper Tears with Honour and Re- 
27 putation ; but in his Age of Decay declin'd from Vir- 
tue alſo— that very Lord Brumpton who buried a fine 
Lady, who brought him a fine Son, who is a fine 
> Gentleman; but in his Age, that very Man, unſea- 
ſonably captivated with Youth and Beauty, married a 
— very fine young Lady, who has diſhonoured his Bed, 
duiſinherited his brave Son, and-dances o'er his (rave. 
Id. B. Oh! that damn'd Tautologiſt too That 
Puxxle and his irrevocable Deed ! [ Payfrg] Well, I 
know I do not really live, but wander o'er the Place 
where once I had a Treaſure IM haunt her, Trufy, 
gaze in that falſe beautcous Face, till ſhe tremble; 
till ſhe looks pale, nay, *till ſhe bluſhes | 
B 


* 
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Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, you ſpeak a Ghoſt very 
much, there's Fleſh and Blood in that Expreſſion, that 
falſe beauteous Face ! 7 | 
1d. B. Then ſince you ſee my Weakneſs, be a 
Friend, and arm me with, all your Care, and all your 
Reaſon— FF 84 i 
- Tru. If you'll condeſcend to let me direct you you 
ſhall cut off this rottea Limb, your ſalſe diſloyal Wife, 
and lave your noble Parts, your Son, your Family, 
your Honour, | | 
Short is the Date in which ill Adts prev ail, 
But Honeſiy's a Rock can newer fail. 


$$$3405$9944+$5 $5944 
A C. T H. SC E NE. 1: 


E᷑iuter Lord Hardy /olus. 
E. H. OW indeed I am utterly undone; but to ex- 
I. I pecan Evil ſoftens the Weight of itwhen tt 
happens, and Pain no more than Pleaſure is in Realityſo 
great as in Expectation: But what will become of me? 

Howſhall I keep myſelf even above worldly Want? Shall 
I live at Home a fff melancholy poor Man of Quality, 
growuneaſytomyAcquaintance as well asmyſelf, by fan- 
cying Pm ſligbted where I am not; with all the thou- 
ſand Particularities which attend thoſe whom low For- 
tune and high Spirit make Malecontents ? No! We've 
2 brave Prince on the "Throne, whoſe Commiſſion I 
bear, and a glorious War in an honeſt Cauſe approach- 
ing. [clapping his Hand on his Sword] in which this 
tall cut Bread for me, and may perhaps equal that 
Eſtate to which my Birth entitled me But what to 
do in preſent Preſſures———Ha ! Trim, [Calling, 


: Euter Trim. 
Trim. My Lor d. a | k/ | 
I. H. How do the poor Rogues that are to recruit 
my Company? x: | ; 
Trim. Do, Sir! They've eat you to your laſt Guinea; 
Ld. H. Were you at the Agent's? Trims 
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"Trim. Yes, 

Ld. H. Well? and how ? 3 

Trim. Why, Sir, for your Arrears, you may have ele- 
ven Shillings in the Pound; but he'll not touen jour 
rTOWINg Subſiſtence under three Shillings in the Pound 

ntereſt — beſides which, you muſt let his Clerk Jona- 
than Item, ſwear the Peace againſt you to keep you 
from duelling or inſure your Life, which you may 
do for Eight per Cent. On theſe Terms he'll oblige 
you, which he would not do, for any body elle in the 
Regiment, but he has a Friendſhip for you, 

Ld. H. Oh, l'm his humble Servant; but he muſt 
have his own Terms, we can't ſtarve, nor muſt the 
Fellows want: But methinks this is a calm Midnight, 
I've heard no Duns to-day. - _ 

Trim. Duns, my Lord? Why now your Father's dead, 
and they can't arreſt you, I ſhall grow a little leſs upon 
the ſmooth with 'em than I have been: Why Friend, 
ſays I, how often muſt I tell you my Lord is not ſtir- 


ring: His Lordſhip has not ſlept well, you muſt come 


ſome other Time, your Lordſhip will ſend for him when 
you are at Leiſure to look upon Money-Affairs; or if 
they are ſo ſaucy, ſo impertinent as to preſs to a Man of 


your Quality for their own—there ae Canes, there's 


Brideauel, there's the Stocks for your ordinary Tradeſ- 
men. But to an haughty thriving Covent Garden Mer- 
cer, Silk or Laceman, your Lordſhip gives your moſt 
humble Service to him, hopes his Wife's well; you have 
Letters to write, or you'd ſee him yourſelf,- but you 
deſire he would be with you punctually ſuch a Day, 
that's to ſay, the Day after you're gone out of Town, 
Td. H. Go Sirrah, you're ſcurrilous, I won't be- 
lieve there are ſuch Men of Quality —Q'ye hear, give 
my Service this Afternoon to Mr. Catpur/e the Agent, 
and tell him Pm obliged to pay him for his readineſs to 
ſerve me, for i'm reſolved to pay my Debts forthwith— 
[4 Poice cuithout.] I don't know whether he's within, 

or not: Mr. Trim, is my Lord within? 
Ld. H. Trim, ſee whoit is, I an't within you know. 
5 [Trim without, 


B 2 Yes 
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Ves, Sir, my Lord's above, pray walk up 
Ld. H. Who can it be? he owns me too. 
Enter Campley and Trim. | 

Deer Ton Campley, this is kind ou are an extra. 
ordinary Man indeed, who in the ſudden Acceſſion of 
a noble Fortune can ſtill be yourſelf, and viſit your 
leſs happy Friends, | | 

Cam.No, youare, my Lord, the extraordinary Man, 
who on the Loſs of an almoſt princely Fortune, can 
be Maſter of a Temper, that makes you the Envy, 
Tather than Pity of your more fortunate, not more 


happy Friends. | — 

Ld. H. Oh Sir, your Servant but let me 
gaze on thee a little I han't ſeen thee ſince I 
came Home into England —— moſt exactly, negli- 


8 genteely dreſs'd ! I know there's more than or- 
inary in this— 
———Confeſs who ſhares with me here————— 
J muſt have her real and poetical Name Come 
— She's in Sonnet, Cynthia In Proſe, 
Miſtreſ - | . 
Cam. One you little dream of, tho' ſne is in a man- 
ner of your placing there. 
Ld. H. My placing there? | 
Cam. Why, my Lord, all the fine Things you've 


ſaid to me in the Camp, of my Lady SHarlot, your 


Father's Ward, ran into my Head ſo very much, that 
I made it my Buſineſs to become acquainted in that Fa- 
mily, which I did by Mr. Cabinet's Means, and am 
now in Love in the ſame Place with your Lordſhip: 
Id. H. How! in Love in the ſame Place with me, 
Mr. Campley ? | 3 Ss 
Cam. Ay, my Lord, with t'other Siſter, with t'other 
Siſter. | | 
Ld. H. What a Dunce was J, not to know which, 
without your naming, her ? Why, thou art the only 
Man breathing fit to deal with her- But my Lady Shar- 
lat, there's a Woman So eaſily virtuous ! So 
agreeably ſevere ! Her Motion ſo unaffected, yet ſo 
compos'd! Her Lips breathe nothing but Truth, good 
Senſe, and flowing Wit, : Cam. 
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Cam. Lady Harriot] there's the Woman; ſuch Life, ſuch 
Spirit, ſuch Warmth in her Eyes Such a lively com- 
manding Air in her Glances; ſo ſprightly a Mien, that 
carries in it the Triumph of conſcious Beauty. Her Lips 
are made of Gum, and Balm- There's ſomething in that 
dear Girl that fires my Blood above - above above 

Id. H. Above what ? 

Cam. A Grenadier's March. : | 

Ld. H. A ſoft Simile, I muſt confeſs: but oh that 
Sharlct ! to recline this aching Head, full of Care, on 
that tender, ſnowy faithful Boſom ! | 

Cam. Oh that Harri / to embrace that beauteous-- 

Ld. H. Ay, Tom; but methinks your Head runs too 
much on the Wedding Night only, to make your Hap- 
pineſs laſting ; mine 1s fixt on the married State ; I ex- 
pe& my Felicity from Lady Sgarlot, in her Friendſhip, 
her Conſtancy, her Piety, her houſhold Cares, her ma- 
ternal Tenderneſs —— You think not of any Excellence 
of your Miſtreſs, that is more than Skin- deep 

Cam. When I know her further than Skin deep, 
P11 tell you more of my Mind. 

L Ad. H. Oh fye, Tom, how can you talk ſo lightly of 
a Woman you love with Honour But tell me, I 
wonder how you make your Approaches in beſiegin 
fuch a ſort of Creature; ſhe that loves Addreſſes, Gal- 
lantry, Fiddles? That reigns and delights in a Croud 
of Admirers If I know her, ſhe is one of thoſe you 
may eaſily have a general Acquaintance with, but 
hard to make particular 9 

Cam. You underſtand her very well You muft 
know I put her out of all her Play by carryiog it in an 
Humorous Manner; I took Care in all my Actions, be- 
fore I diſcovered the Lover, that ſhe ſhould in general 
have a good Opinion of me; and have ever ſince be- 
haved myſelf with all the Good humour and Eaſe I was 
able; ſo that ſhe is now extremely at a Loſs how to 
throw me from the Familiarity of an Acquaintance, 
into the Diſtance of a Lover; but I laugh her out of 
it; when ſhe begins to frown, and look grave at my 
Mirth, I mimick her till ſhe burſts out a laughing 

1 | | Ld, H. 
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Ld. H. That's ridiculous enough. a $a 

Cam. By Cabinet's intereſt over my Lady Brumpton, 
withGold and Flattery to Mrs. Far dingale, an old Maid 
her Ladyſhip has placed about the young Ladies, I 
have eaſy Acceſs at all Times, and am this very Day to 
be admitted by her into their Apartment——l have 
found, you muſt know, that ſhe is my Relation 


Ld. H. Her Ladyſhip has choſe an odd Companion 


for young Ladies | „ 

Cam. Oh, my Lady's a Politician ; ſhe told Tatileaid 
one Day, that an old Maidwas the beſt Guard for young 
Ones, for they, like Eunuchs in a Seraglio, are vigilant, 
out of Envyof Enjoyments theycannot themſelvesarrive 
at. But, as I was ſaying, I've ſent my Coufin Far- 
4ingale a Song, which ſhe and I are to practiſe to the 
Spinnet. The young Ladies will be by—— and 


Iam to be left alone with Lady Harriot; then I deſign 


to make my grand Attack, and to-day win or loſe her. 
1 know, Sir, this is an Opportunity you want---If 
you'll meet me at Tom's, have a Letter ready, I'll my- 
ſelf deliver it to your Miſtreſs, conduct you into the 
Houſe, and tell her you are there——and-find-Means 
to place you together.-You muſt march under my 
Command to-day. as I have many a one under yours— 


7 


Id. H. But faith, Tom, I ſhall not behave myſelf 


with half the Reſolution you have under mine, for to 
confeſs my Weakneſs, though I know ſhe loves me, 
though I know ſhe is as ſtedfaſtly mine, as her Heart 
can make her 


derneſs diſſolves my whole Frame, when I am near 
her, that my Tongue faulters, my Nerves ſhake, and' 
my Heart ſo alternately finks and riſes, that my pre- 
meditated Reſolves vaniſh into Confuſion, down- caſt 
Eyes, and broken Utterance — ES | 
Cam. Ha! ha! hal this in a Campaigner too! Why, 
my Lord, that's the Condition Harriot would have me 
in, and then ſhe thinks ſhe could have me; but I that 
know her better than ſhe does herſelf, know ſne'd in- 
ſult me, and lead me a two Years Dance longer, and 
994 E J perhaps 


I know not how, I have ſo ſublime 
an Idea of her high Value, and ſuch à melting Ten- 
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perhaps in the End turn me into the Herd of the many 
neglected Men of better Senſe, who have been ridicu- 
lous for her Sake But I ſhall make her no ſuch Sa- 
crifice. 'Tis well my Lady Sarlot's a Woman 
of ſo ſolid an Underſtanding, I don't know another 
that would not uſe you ill for your high Value—— . 

Ld. H. But, Tom, I mutt fee your Song you 've lent 
your Couſin Fardingale, as you call her, . 
Cam. This is lucky enough. | © [Afae. 
No, hang it, my Lord, a Man makes fo filly a Figure 
when his Verſes are reading 77 Thou 
haft not left off thy Loving and thy Rhyming, Trwn's 
a Critick, Iremember him a Serviture at Oxon, give: 
a Paper to Trim] I give myſelf into his hands, be- 
cauſe you ſhan't ſee *? 45 till I'm gone. 

My Lord, your Servant, you ſhan't ſtir... 7 

Ld. H. Nor you neither then, EE _ [Struggling 

Cam. You will be obey'd. ASE 
| [Exeunt, Lord Hardy waits on him do tun. 

Trim. What's in this Song Ha- don't my Eyes | 
deceive me—a Bill of three Hundred Pounds — 


Mr. Cath, 


P RAY pay to Mr. Willie Trim or W the Sum 
of Three Hundred Fame; and place it to the Ace 
compi 275 


„S | 
ou Humble Servant, 
Thomas Campley, 


[Pulling of Bis Hat and bowing. ] Vaal! very humble Ser- 
vant, good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is Poetry ; this is a 
Song indeed! Faith, ÞlI ſet it, and ſing it myſelf 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim ſo far in Recitativo 
Three Hundred, [| Singing ridiculouſly 
Hun drea—Hundred —Hundred thrice repeated, 
| becauſe tis three Hundred Pounds, [loveRepetitions i in 
Muſick, when there's a good Reaſon for it. Po—<4s 
after the 1ralian Manner——1f they'd bring me ſuch 
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My Lord, I am your Lordſhip's humble Servant. 


the Fellow 


try { I wondered indeed he was ſo willing to ſhew his 


ately to Cutpurſe's ? 


I meet with ſpeak to me—But grows ſtiff, deaf, and 


ſenſible Words as theſe, I'd outſtrip all your Compoſers 
for the Muſick Prize—This was honeſtly done of Mr. 
Campley——'Tho? I have carried him many a Purſe 
from my Maſter when he was Enſign to our Company 
in Flander. | : 


Enter Lord Hardy. 


Ld. H. Sir, your humble Servant, But pray, my 
ood familiar Friend, how came you to be ſo very 
much my humble Servant all of a ſudden ? | 
Trim. I beg Pardon, dear Sir, my Lord, I am not 
your humble Servant. ef 
"Lad. H. Nat 7 | 
Trim. Yes, my Lord, I am, but not as you mean— 
but Jam I am, my Lord————in ſhort I'm 
overjoy'd. | | 
Ld. H. Overjoy'd ! Thou'rt diſtraded—what ails 
Where's Campley's Song? + 
Trim. Oh! my Lord, one would not think twas in 
him, Mr. Campley's really a very great Poet as for the 
Song, *tis only as they all end in Rhime—Owe—Woe 
. But, my Lord, the other 
in long heroic Blank Verſe, 3 
. Reading it with a great Tone. 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim, or Order, theSum of = 
How ſweetly it runs? Pactolian Guineas chink every 
Line—- | | | 


Ld. EH. How very handſomely this was done in Canp- 


Verſes—in how careleſs a Manner that Fellow does the 
greateſt Actions 3 


Trim... My Lord, pray my Lord, ſha'nt T go 1imme- 


Ld. H. No, Sirrah—now we've no occafion for it — 
Trim, No, my Lord, only to ſtare him full in the Face 
after Pve received thi: Money, not ſay a Word, but keep 
my Hat on, and walk out—Or perhaps not hear, if any 


ſhort-ſighted to all my old Acquaintance, like a ſudden 
rich Man as I am—Or, perhaps, my Lord, deſire Cut- 
e fe! 
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purſes Clerk to let me leave Fifty Pounds at their Houſe, 
payable to Mr. William Trim, or Order till I come 
that Way —or a Month or two hence, may have Oc- 
caſion for it I don't know what Bills may be drawn 
upon me — Then when the Clerk begins to ſtare at me, 
till he pulls the great Gooſe quill from behind his Ear 
— Pulls a Handful of Farthings out.] I fall a Reckon- 
ing the Pieces as I do theſe Farthings. | 

Ld. H. Well, Sirrah, you may have your Humour, 
but be ſure you take FourſcorePounds,and paymyDebts 
immediately—if you meet any Officer you everſee me 
in Company with that looks grave at Cutpurſe's Houſe, 
tell him I'd ſpeak with him—We muſt help ourFriends 
But learn Moderation, you Rogue, in your Good 
Fortune; be at Home all the Evening after, while 1 
wait at Tom's to meet Campley in order to ſee Lady 
Sharlte—_—_ DE. : 


My Good or Ill in her alone is found, . 
And in that Thought all other Cares are droaunꝰ d. Ex. 


Enter Sable, Lord Brumpton and Truſty. 
Sab. Why, my Lord, you can't in Conſcience put 
me off ſoz; I muſt do according to my Orders, cut you 
up, and embalm you, except you'll come down a little 
deeper than you talk of; you don't conſider the 
Charges I have been at already, 1 
ILA. B. Charges ? for what? 


Sab. Firſt, Twenty Guineas to my “Lady's Woman for 
Notice of your Death (a Fee I've before now known the 
Widow herſelf go halves in) but no Matter for that 
in the next Place, Ten Ponnds for watching you all 
your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter —— _ 

Ld. B. Watching me? Why I had none but my 
own Servants by . | | 

Sab. I mean attending to give Notice of yourDeath : 
T had all your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter at Half 
a Crown a Day, a Fellow waiting at your Gate to 
bring melntelligence, but you unfortunately recovered, 
and 1 loſt all my obliging Pains for your Service. 


34 The FWuERATL: Or, 
- Ld. B. Ha! ha! ha! Sable, thou'rt a very impu- 
dent Fellow. Half a Crown a Day to attend my De- 

' ceaſe, and loſt thou reckon it to me? AL 

Sab. Look you, Gentlemen, don*t ſtand ſtaring at 

me- I have a Book at Home, which I call my Doomſ- 
day-Book, where J have every Man of Quality's Age 
and Diſtemper in Town, and know. when you ſhould 
drop Nay, my Lord, if you had reflected upon your 
Mortality half fo much as poor I have for you, you 
would not deſire to return to Lite thus in ſhort, I 

cannot keep this a Secret, under the whole Money LI 

am to have for burying you. 

Ld. B. Trufty, if you think it ſafe in you to obe 
my Orders after the Deed Puæxxle told his Clerk 4 
pay it him | TFF 

Tru. I ſhould be glad to give it out of my own 
Pocket, rather than be without the Satisfaction of ſee- 
ing you Witneſs to it. | | 

Ld. B. I heartily believe thee, dear Trafty— - 
Sab. Then my Lord, the Secret of your being alive 
is now ſafe with me. | | 15 1 

Tru. [Il warrant I'll be revenged of this unconſci 8 
onable Dog [ 4/4.) My Lord, you muſt to your ; 
_ Cloſet I fear ſomebody's coming. _ 


—_ - 


[ Exeunt Sable one Way, La. B. and Truſty anoth Fo 


co 


SCEN E draws and diſcovers Lady Sharlot reading at 
a Table Lady Harriot playing at @ Glaſs to and 
fro, and Viewing herſelf. F . : 


L. Ha. Nay, good ſage Siſter, you may as well talk 
to me. | Looking at herſelf as ſhe ſpeaks] as tit ſtaring at 
' a Book which I know you can't. attend - Good Dr. 
Lucas may have writ there what he pleaſes, but there's 
no putting Francis Lord Hardy, now Earl of Brumpton, 
out of your Head, or making him abſent from your 
Eyes: Do but look at me now, and deny it if you can, 
L. SH. You are the maddeſt Girl *'[ Smiling, 
I.. Ha. Look ye, I knew you could not ſay it and 
forbear laughing Looking over Sharlot] Oh by his 
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Name as plain as you do -F. -r. an Fran ci cis, 
Francis, *tis in every line of the Boo. 5 
L. SS. [ Rifng.] Tis in vain, I Tee, to mind any 

thing in ſuch impertinent Company — bat granting 

*twere as you ſay, as to my Lord Haray-- tis more 
excuſable to admire another than one's felf— 
L. Ha. No, I think not——Yes, I grant you than 
really to be vain at one's Perſon, but 1 don't admire 
myſel -Piſh! I don't believe my Eyes have that 
Softneſs—[ Looking in the Glajs.] They an't fo piercing: 
No, *tis only Stuff, the Meg will be talking—Some 
People are ſuch Admirers of Feeth—Lord, what ſig- 
niſies Teeth ? ¶ Showing ber Teeth) A veryBlack-a-moor 
has as white Jeeth as [=—No, Siſter, I don't admire 
myſelf, but I've a Spirit of Contradiction in me: I don't 
know I'm in Love with myſelf, only to rival the Men-- 
I. SY. Ay. but Mr. Campley will gain Ground ev'n 


of that Rival of his, your dear ſelf. | | 


L. Ha, Oh! what have I done to you, that you 
ſhould name that inſolent Intrader—A confident opi- 
nionative Fp No indeed, if | am, as a Poetical Lo- 
ver of mine ſigh'd and ſung of both Sexes, 

The publick Envy, and the publick Care, 

J ſhan't be ſo eaſily catch d I thank him — I want 
but to be ſure, I ſhou'd heartily torment him, by ba- 
niſhing him, and then conſider whether he ſhould de- 
part this Life or not. | 
L.. SY. Indeed, Siſter, to be ſerious with you, this 
Vanity in your Humour does not at all become you ! 

L. Ha. Vanity | All the Matter is, we gay People 
are more fincere than you wiſe Folks: All your Life's 
an Art——Speak your Soul Look you there 
[ Haling her to the Glaſs] Are you not ſtruek with a ſe- 
cret Pleaſure, when you view that Bloom in your Look, 
that Harmony in your Shape, that Promptitude of 
your Mien! | | 

L. SYH. Well, Simpleton, if I am at firſt ſo filly as 
to be a little taken with myſelf, 1 know it a Fault, 
and take Pains to correct it, 
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L. Ha. Pſhaw ! Pſhaw! talk this muſty Tale to old Mrs, 
Fardingale, tis too ſoon for me to think at that Rate— 
L. SS. They that think it too ſoon to underſtand 
themſelves, will very ſoon find it too late — But tell 

me honeſtly, don't you like Campley ? . 

L. Ha. The Fellow is not to be abhorr'd, if the for- 
ward Thing did not think of getting me ſo eaſil/ 
Oh { hate a heart I can't break when I pleaſe 
What makes the Value of dear China, but that *tis fo 
brittle !——were it not for that, you might as well 
have ſtone Mugs in your Cloſet 

L. SH. Hiſt, hiſt, here's Fardingale—— 

Enter Fardingale. 
Far, Lady Harriot, Lady ShHarlot— I'll entertain 
you now; I've a new Song juſt come hot out of the 
Poet's Brain: Lady Sharlot, my Couſin Campley writ 
it, and *tis ſet to a pretty Air I warrant you. 

L. Ha. Tis like to be pretty indeed, of his Writing. 

| [Flings away. 

Far. Come, come—this is not one of your Tringham 
Trangham, witty Things, that your poor Poets write; 
no, *tis well known my Couſin Campley has two thou- 
{ſand Pounds aYear—But this is all Diſſimulation in you. 

L. $4. Tis ſo indeed, for your Coulin's Song's ve- 
ry pretty, Mrs. Fardingale. | 


Reads, 
Let not Lowe on me beſt oau, 
Soft Diſtreſs, and tender Woe 
I know none but ſubſtantia! Bliſſes, 
Eager Glances, ſolid Kiffes ; „ 
J know not what the Lovers feign, 
2 finer Pleaſure miæt with Pain; 
T hen pr' thee giag me, gentle Boy, 
None of thy Gre, bat all thy , 


But Harriot thinks that a little unreaſonable, to ex- 
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| pect one without enduring t'other. 3 
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| U Enter Servant. : ; 

Ser. There's your Couſin Campley to wait on you 
without : 

Far. Let him come g 

now 


we ſhall have the Song 


| Enter Campley. 

Cam. Ladies, your moſt obedient Servant Your 
Servant, Lady Sharlot—— Servant, Lady Harriet —— 
{ Harriot looks grave upon bim] What's the Matter, dear 
Lady Harriot—Not well ? I proteſt to you Pm mighti- 
ly concern'd—[ pulls out a Bottle] This is a moſt ex- 
cellent Spirit—ſauf it up, Madam 

L. Ha. Piſh--the familiar Coxcomb frets me heartily-= 

Cam. Twill over, I hope, immediately. _ 

IL. S. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhewn us ſome 
of your Poetry; there's the Spinnet, Mr. Campley, I 
know you're muſical, * . 

Cam. She ſhould not have call'd it my Poetry. 

Far. No: Who waits there — Pray bring my Lute 
out of the next Room—— 2 

x Enter Servant with a Lute. | | 
You muſt know I con'd this Song before I came in, 
and find it will go to an excellentAir of old Mr. Laaus's, 
who was my Mother's intimate Acquaintance ; My 
Mother's, what do I talk of? I mean my Grand- mo- 
ther's, —Q here's the Lute—Couſin Campley, hold the 
Song upon your Hat. [aide to him] Tis a pretty Gabe 
lantry to a Relation. | 
Sings and ſqualls, 
| Let not love, &c. © | 
Oh! I have left off theſe Things many a Day. 

Camp. No ; I profeſs, Madam, you do it admira- 
bly—but are not aſſur'd enough Take it higher [in 
ber own Squall] Thus I know your Voice will bear it. 
I. Ha. Oh hideous ! Oh the groſs Flatterer—I ſhall 
burlt-— Mrs. Fardingale, pray go on, the Muſick 


fits the Words moſt aptly Take it higher, as your 
Couſin adviſes. | 


Far. Oh dear Madam, do you really like 1—1 do 
it purely to pleaſe you— for I can't ſing, alas a 
5 1 L. Sh. 


38 The Fu NE RAL: Or. 


L. SS. We know it, good Madam, we know it 
But pray 75 
Far. Let not Love, and ſubſtantial Bliſſes, is lively 
enough, and ran accordingly in the Tune [Curtfies to 
the Company.] Now I took it higher | 


IL. Ha. Incomparably done! nothing can equal it, 
except your Couſin ſang his own Poetry) - 

Cam. Madam, from my Lord Hardy —— [ Delivers a 
Leiter io Lady Sharlot] How do you fay, my Lady Har- 
riot, except l ſing it myſeif ! then I aſſure you I will 

L. SS. I han't Patience, I muſt go read my Letter. 
| [ Exit, 


Cam. Sings, Le: not Lowe, &c. 
Far. Bleſs me, what becomes of Lady Sharlot ? 
FEE 47 [LEN [ Exit, 
L. Ha. Mrs. Fardingale, Mrs. Fardingale, what muft 
we loſe you fo— | Gorng after her. 
Campley runs to the Door, takes the Key out, and locks 

ä ſe: her in, | 

What means this Inſolence? a Plot upon me—Do you 
know who I am:?! VU 
Cam. Yes, Madam, you're my Lady Harriot Lovely, 


with ten Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket; and I am 


Mr. Camp ey with two Thouſand a Year—of Quality 
enough to pretend io you—And I do defign, before I 


leave this Room, to hear you talk like a reaſonable. 
Woman, as Nature has made you, —Nay, 'tis in vain 


to flounce—and diſcompoſe yourſelf and your Dreſs— 


L. Ha. If there areSwords, it they are Men of Honour, 
nd not all Daſtards, Cowards that pretend to this in- 


ird Peron — :{ 71 1 Running rouud the Room. 
Cam. Ay, ay, Madam, let 'em come — That's putting 
me in my Way, Figbting's my Trade but you've us'd 
all Mank ind too ill to expect ſo much Service in 
ſhort, Madam, were you a Fool, I ſhould not deſire to 
expoſtulate with you—- . [ Seizing her Hand, 


L. Ha. Unhand me,\Raviſher—{ Pulls. her Hand from 
him, Chafes round the Roem, Campley after her, 
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GRIEZT A-LA-MODE. 39 
Cam. But Madam, Madam, Madam, why Madam! 


Priytbee Cynthia Took behind you, [Sings. 
Age and Wriniles will &ertake you. 


L. Ha. Age, Wrinkles, Small-Pox, nay, any Thing 
that's moſt abhorrent to Youth and Bloom, were wel- 
come in the Place of ſo deteſted a Creature, 

Cam. No ſuch Matter, Lady Harric, I would not be 
a vain Coxcomb, but 1 know I am not deteſtable, nay, 
know where you've ſaid as much before you underſtood 
me for your Servant. Was I immediately transform- 
ed becauſe I became your Lover ? | | 

L. Ha. My Lover, Sir? did Jever give you Reaſon 
to think J admitted you as ſuch? ; 


Cam. Ves, you did in your ufing me ill for if you 
did not aſſume upon theScore'of my pretending to you, 
how do you anſwer yourſelf ſome parts of yourBehavi- 
our to me as a Gentleman---"Tis trivial all this in you, 
and derogates from the good Senſe I know you Miſtreſs 
of. Do but conſider, Madam, I have long oed vou 


bore with this fantaſtick Humour threagh all its Mazes 


---Nay, do not frown——for ' tis no better 1 ſay, I 
have bore with this Humour, but would you have me 
with an unmanlyServitude feed it- No, I love with too 
ſincere, too honeſt a Devotion- and would you have 
your Mind as faultleſs as yourPerſon, which *twould be, 
if you'll lay afide this Vanity of being purſued with 
Sighs, with Flatteries, with Nonſenſe. ——f She walks 
about leſs violently, but more confus d.] Oh my Heart 
akes at the Diſturbance which I give her, but ſhe m 
not ſee it---[ a/ide. ] Had I not better tell you of it no 
than when you are in my Power; 1 ſhould be then tog 
generous to thwart your Inclination. „ 
L. Ha. That is indeed very handſomely ſaid. Why 
ſhould I not obey Reaſon as "Si as I ſee it---{ Aſide.] 
Since ſo, Mr. Campley, I can as ingenioully as I ſhould 
then, acknowledge that LI have been in an Error. 7 
ä [Locking down on her Fan, 
Cam. Nay that's too great aCondeſcenhon: Oh! Ex- 
cellence! I repent ! I ſee *twas butJuſtice in you to de- 
*. mand 


* 
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mand my Knees, [ Kneeling.) my Sighs, my conſtant 
tenderelt Regard and Service—And you ſhall have 
'em, ſince you are above em 780 | 
L. Ha. Nay, Mr. Campley, you won't recal me to a 
Fault you have ſo lately ſhewn me! will not ſuffer 
this no more Ecſtaſies! But pray, Sir, what was't 
you did to get my Siſter out of the Room: 
Cam. You may know it, and I mult deſire you to 
aſſiſt my Lord Hardy there, who writ to her by me 
For he is no Ravither, as you call'd me juſt now. 
He is now in the Houſe—— And I would fain gain an 
Interview | t E- 
L. Ha. That they may have---But they'll make little 
Uſe of it: for the Tongue is the Inſtrument of Speech 
to us of a lower Form; they are of that high Order of 
Lovers, who know none but eloquent Silence, and can 
utter themſelves only by a Geſture that ſpeaks their 
Paſſion inexpreſſible and what not fine Things. 
Cam. But pray let's go into your Siſter's Cloſet, 
while they are together. OS 
L. Ha. I ſwear I don't know how to ſee my Siſter--= 
he'll laugh me to Death to fee me out of my Pantofles, 
and you and I thus familiar However, I know 
ſhe'll approve it. TSS] SEND iin 
Can. You may boaſt yourſelf an Heroine to her, and 
the firſt Woman that was ever vanquiſhed by hearing 
Truth, and had Sincerity enough to receive fo rough an 
Obligation, as being made acquainted with herFaalts-- 
Come, Madam, ſtand your Ground bravely, we'll march 
in to her thus. | She leaning on Campley. 
L. Ha. Who'll believe a Woman's Anger more? I've + 
betray'd the whole Sex to you, Mr. Campley. | Eæcuns. 


Re. enter Lord Hardy and Campley. 


Camp. My Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, will 

immediately ſend herhither---But be yourſelf---Charge 
her bravely ——1lwiſh ſhe were a Cannon—— An eigh- 
teen Pounder for your Sake Then I know, were 
there Occaſion, you'd be in- the Mouth of her —— -- 
Fun a | L. H. 
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L. H. I long, yet fear to ſee her——l know I am 


unable to utter myſell——  —__— | 
Cam. Come, retire here till ſhe appears. 


Enter Lady Sharlot. 
IL. SY. Now is the tender Moment now approaching. 
[a/iae.] There he is [ They approach and ſalute each other 
rrembling.] Your Lordſhip will pleaſe to fit; ¶ After a 
very long Pauſe, ſtolen Glances, and irreſolute Geſturt.] 
Your Lerdſhip, I think, has travelled thoſe Parts of 
Italy where the Armies are 
IL. H. Yes, Madam | | 
ILA. Sh. I think IhaveLetters from you, dated Mantua. 
Ld. H. I hope you have, Madam, and that their 
Purpole—— _ TIP, | | 
Ld. SH. My Lord ?— [ Looking ſerious and confus d. 
Ld. H. Was not yourLadyſhip going tulayſomething? 
Lud. SH. Jonly attended to what yourLordſhip was go- 
ing to ſay---Fhat is, my Lord - But you were, I believe, 
gong to ſay ſomething of that Garden of the World, 
taly IJ am very ſorry your Misfortunes in England 
— ſuch as make you jnſtly regret your leaving that 
£8 05 | REES: | 
Ld. H. There is a Perſon in England may make 
thoſe Loſſes inſenſible to me 1 8 8 2511 
1d. SV. Indeed, my Lord, there have ſo very few 
of Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, that your 
Birth and Merit may well hope for his Favour. 
Id. H. I have, indeed, all the Zeal in the World for 
his Majeſty's Service, and moſt grateful Affection for 
his Perſon, but did not then mean him | 
Ld. SH. But can you indeed impartially ſay that our 
Iſland is really preferable to the reſt of the World, or 
is it an Arrogance only in us to think fo ? 
ud. H. I profeſs, Madam, that little I have ſeen has 
but more endeared England to me; for that Medley of 
Humoors which perhaps diſtracts our publick Affairs, 
does, methinks improve our private Lives, and makes 
Converſation more various, and conſequentlymore plea- 
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ſelves know not a juſt Account of him — 5 
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Ling—Every where elſe both Men and Things have 
the ſame Countenance—In France you meet much Ci- 


vility and little Friendſhip ; in Holland deep Attention, 
but little Reflection; in Italy, all Pleaſure, but noMirth 
But here with us, where you have every where Pre- 
tenders, or Maſters in every Thing, you can't fall into 


Company wherein you ſhall not be inſtructed or 


diverted. | 5 
I. SH. I never had an Account of any Thing from you 
my Lord, but I mourn'd the loſs of my Brother, you 


would have been ſo happy a Companion for him--With 


that right Senſe of yours—My Lord, you need not bow 
ſo obſequiouſly, for I do you butJuſtice—But you ſent 
me Wo. d of your ſeeing a Lady in 1raly very like me 
Did you viſt her often? 8 | — 

L. H. Once or twice, but I obſerved her fo looſe a 
Creature, that I could have killed her for having your 
Perſon— 

L. $4.1T thank you, Sir,; but Heav'n that preſerves 
me unlike her, will, I hope, make her more like me 
— But your Feliow-Traveller=His Relations them- 
L.. H. The original Cauſe of his Fever was a violent 
Paſſion for a fine young Woman he had not Power to 
fpeak to- but J told her his Regard for her as paſſio- 
nately as poſſible— . | 8 £ 
L. Sb. You were to him, what Mr. Campley has 
been to you---Whither am I running---Poor, your 
Friend---Poor Gentleman | EG 
IL. H. I hope then as Campley's Eloquence is greater, 
& has been his Succeſs—— 8 1 

L. SB. My Lord? | | 

Ld. H. Your Ladyſhip's, 


| Enter Lady Harriot. | 
IL. Ha. Undone ! Undone ! Tatileaid has found, by 


- Tome Means or other, that Campley brought my Lord 


Hardy hither; we are utterly ruin'd, my Lady's coming 
Ld. H. I'll ſtay and confront her. | 1 
L. SY. It muſt not be — we are too much in her 

Power. ; Tur 
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; | Enter Campley. © 1 
Cam. Come, come, my Lord, we're routed Horſe 
and Foot Down the back Stairs and ſo out [ Exeunt. 
La dies. Ay, ay——— | 
L. Ha. I tremble every Joint of me : 
L. SH. I'm at a Stand a little, but Rage will res 
cover me; ſhe's coming in 7, Mi 


Enter Widow. : 


IVid. Ladies, your Servant! fear J interrupt you, 
have you Company ? Lady Harriat, your Servant, Lady 
Shariot, your Servant? What, not a Word—Oh, I 
beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon—Lady Sharlot did I fay? 
My young Lady Brumpton, I wiſh you Joy. Sas 
L.. 84, O, your Servant, Lady Dowager Brumplon— 
That's an Appellation of much more Joy to you 
Mia. So ſmart, Madam; but you ſhould, methinks, 
have made one acquainted—Yet, Madam, your Con- 
duct is ſeen through—— e SY 

L. SS. My Conduct, Lady Brumpton . 

Vid. Your Conduct, Lady Sharlot! 94 

e [c coming up to each other. 
IL. SY. Madam, 'tis you are ſeen through all your 
thin Diſguiſes SLA IR Sas 
Vid. I ſeen * By whom? | 


7 — 


- 


L. SY. By an all- piercing Eye, nay, by what you 
much more fear, the eye of the World — The World 
ſees you, or ſhall ſee you: it ſhall know your ſecret 
Intemperance, your public Faſting—Looſe Poems in 
your Cloſet, an Homily on your Toilet—Your eaſy 
ſkilful practis'd Hypocriſy, by which you wrought up- 
on your Huſband baſely to transfer the Truſt and Ward 
of us, two helpleſs Virgins, into the Hands and Care 
of cannot name it—You're a wicked Woman. 
L. Ha. [ Afide.] Oh rare Siſter! *Tis a fine Thing 
to keep one's Anger in ſtock by one; we that are 
angry and pleas'd every half Hour, having nothing at 
211 of all this high-flown Fury ! Why, ſhe rages like a 
Princeſs in a Tragedy ! Bleflings on her Tongue—— 
Wid. Is this the Effect of your Morning Lectures, 
your Self- Examination, all this Fury. L. 


— 
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L. Sh, Yes, it is, Madam, if I take Pains to govern 
my Paſſions, it ſhall not give Licence to others to go- 
vern 'em for me | 

Mid. Well, Lady Sharlot, however you ill deſerve it 


of me, TI ſhall take Care, while there are Locks and 


bo 


ars, to keep you from Lord Hardy—From being a 
Leiger Lady, from carrying a Knapſack.  _ 
L. SH. Knapſack ! Do you upbraid the Poverty your 
own wicked Arts have brought him to —Knapſack! Oh 
grant me Patience, can I hear this of the Man J love? 
napſack ! I have not Words [| Stamps about the Rooms, 
Mid. I leave you to cool upon it; Love and Anger 
are very warm Paſſions —— [ Exit, 
L. $4, She has lock'd us in 
L. H. Knapſack? Well, I will break Walls to go to 
him I could fit down and cry my Eyes out! Dear 


- Siſter, what a Rage have I been in? Knapſack ? I'll 


give Vent to my juſt Reſentment — Oh how ſhall I 
avoid this baſe Woman, how meet that excellent Man! 
What an helpleſs Condition are you and I in now ? If 
we run into the world, that Youth and Innocence, 
which ſnould demand Aſſiſtance, does but attract In- 
vaders: Will Providence guard us? How do ſee that 
our Sex is naturally indigent of Protection? I hope 
*tis in Fate to crown our Loves; for it is only in the 
Protection of Men of Honour, that we are naturally 
truly ſafe ; | | a, 


And Woman's Happineſs, for all ber Scorn, 
4s only by that Side whence (foe was born. 
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Euter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. 8 | 


Ld. H. HAT Jade Tatr/eaid ſaw me upon the 
Stairs, for I had not Patience to keep 
my Concealment, but muſt peep out to ſee what was 

become of you. 15 
Cam. But we have Advice, however, it ſeems from 
che Garriſon already this Miſtreſs of Trim's is a 
mighty lucky Accident! TI os po $ 
| Trim. Ay, Gentlemen, ſhe has free Egreſs and Re- 
greſs, and you know the French are the beſt bred Peo- 
le in the World—ſhe'll be aſſiſtant but Faith, I 
have one Scruple that hangs about me—and that is,. 
Look you, my Lord, we Servants have no Maſters in 
their Abſence—In a Word, when I am with Mademoi- ' 
elle I talk of your Lordſhip as only a particular Ac- 
quaintance, that I do Buſineſs indeed for you ſome- 
times— l muſt needs ſay, cries I, that indeed my Lord 
Hardy 1s really a Perſon I have a great Honour for- 
Ld. H. Piſh ! is that all? I underſtand you—your 
Miſtreſs does not know that you do me the Honour to 
clean my Shoes or ſo, upon Occaſion—Pr'ythee, Vill, 
make yourſelf as confiderable as you pleaſe. . 
Trim, Well then, your Leſſon is this She out 
of her Reſpect to me, and underſtanding Mr. Campley 
was an Intimate of my Friend my Lord Hardy, and con- 
deſcending (tho? ſhe is of a great Houſe in France) to 
make Mantua's for the Improvement of the Zxgli/h— 
which' gives her eaſy Admittance—She, I ſay, mov'd 
by theſe Promiſes, has vouchſafed to bring a Letter 
from my Lady Harriot to Mr. Campley, and came to me 
to bring her to him. You are to underſtand alſo, that 
Me is dreſs'd in the lateſt French Cut; her Dreſs is the 
| Model 
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her Habit, and herſelf of their Manners—for ſhe is 
But you ſhall ſee her——  _  [ Exit. 
Ld. H. This gives me ſome Life! Cheer up, Tes 
but behold the Solemnity—Do you ſee Trim's Gal- 
lany ? 1 ſhall laugh out. | 


| Enter Trim leading in Mademoiſelle, 
Trim, My dear Lord Hardy, this is Mademoiſelle 
J Epingle, whoſe Name you've often heard me figh— 
[ Lord Hardy /alutes her] Mr. Campley—Mademoiſelle 
&FEpingle. | Campley ſalutes her.] 
Mad. Votre Servant, Gentlemen, votre Servante— - 
Cam. I proteſt to you, I never ſaw. any Thing ſo 
becoming as your Dreſs—ſhall I beg the Favour you'd 
condeſcend to let Mr. Trim lead you once round the 
Room, that I may admire the Elegance of your Ha- 
bit ü Trim leads her round. 
Id. H. How could you aſk ſuch a Thing ? 5 
Cam. Pſhaw, my Lord, your a baſhful Zng/; Fel- 
 low—You ſee ſhe is not ſurprized at it, but thinks me 
_ gallant in deſiring it---Oh, Madam! your Air!. The 
Negligence, the Diſengagement of your Manner! O 
how delicate is your noble Nation—lT ſwear, there's 
none but the clumſy Dutch and Engliſh would oppoſe 
ſuch polite Conquerors When ſhall you ſee an 
Engliſh Woman ſo dreſs'd ? 1753 I 
Mad. De Engliſe! poorBarbarians, poorSavages,dey 
know no more of de Dreſs, but to cover dereNakedneſs 
lides along the Room.) Dey be cloded, but no dreſs'd— 
But Montieur Terim, which Monſieur Campley ? 
Trim. That's honeſt Tom Campley———— )' 
Cam. At your Service, Mademoiſelle— 2 Ia 
Mad. I fear | incur de Cenſure, { pulling out theLetter 
end recollecting as loth to deliver it] but Mr. Terim being 
your intimate Friend, and | deſigning to honour him 
in de way of an Huſband—So, ſo, how do I run away 
in Diſcourſe——1I never make Promiſe to Mr, Teriz: 
before, and now do it par Accident. ; 


Cam. DearWillTrim is extremely obli ging in baving 
prevail'd upon you to do a Thing, that the Severity of 
l ; your 
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_ yourVirtue, and the Greatneſs of yourQuality (though 


a Stranger in the Country you now honour by your 
dwelling in it) would not let you otherwiſe condeſcend 


to — # 

Mad. Oh Monfieur ! Oh Monſieur! you ſpeak my 
very Thoughts—Oh! I don't know how ! Pardon me 
to give a Billet—it ſo look! O fy ! I cannot ſtay after 
it Drops it, runs affetedly to the other End of the Room, 
then quite out, re-enters] I beg ten Thouſand Pardons 
for go ſo mal a propos. [ Curtfies as going. 

Ld. H Your Servant, good Madam Mr. Trim, you 
know you command here — pray, if Madam 4 Epingle 
will honour our Cottage with longer Stay, wait on 
her in and entertain her — pray, Sir, be free——— 

Trim. My Lord, you know your Power over me. 
I'm all Complaiſance Leads her out. 

Cam. Now to my dear Epiſtle : 


S IR, | 
THERE is ane Thing which you wwere too generous 10 
touch upon in our laſt Conwer/ation---We have Rea ſon 
to fear the Widow's Practices in relation io our Fortunes, if 
you are ot too quick for her--T aſe Lady Sharlot whether 
this is not her Senſe io Lord Hardy She ſays nothing, 
but lets me write on Theſe People always have, and 
roi have Admittance every where, therefore we may hear 
from you. | % 


I am, S1 n, 
Your moſt obedient Servant, 
Harriot Lovely. 


My obedient Servant ! $ | 

Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as now 
ten Thouſand Thouſand Kiſſes on thee——Thou dear 
Paper Look you, my Lord What a pretty 
Hand it is? | | | ; 
Ld. H. Why, Tom, thou doſt not give me Leave 
to ſee it you ſnatch it to your Mouth ſo——yow'll 
Rifle the poor Lady | e 


Cam. 
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Cam. Look you, my Lord, all along the Lines, here 
went the Pen, and through the white Intervals her 
ſnowy Fingers. Do you ſee, this is her Name—— _ 

Ld. H. Nay, there's Lady Sharlot's Name too in the 
midſt of the Letter Why, you'll not be fo uncon- 
ſcionable——you're ſo greedy, you'll give me ons: 
Kiſs ſure 

Cam. Well, you ſhall, but you're ſo ongar——dog't 
bite me—for you ſhan't have i It in your own Hands 
there, there, there—Let . $0 my hand- 

Ld. H. What an exquiſite Pleaſure there is in this 
| Foolery——But what ſhall we do? 

Cam. have a Thought; pry'thee, myLord, call rim, 


Ld. ZH. Ha, Trin | 
Cam. Hold, Mr. T; Feu forget his Miſtreſs i is 
L there. , 

Ld. H. Cra*'mercy—Dear Vill Trim, ſiep 1 in hither, 
Cam, Ay, that's ſomething — 


Enter Trim. 


Trim, have not I ſeen a Woman ſometime carry 
Madam 4 Epingle's Trinket fo or her, n from my 
Lady Brumpton s 

Trim. Ves, you might have wen ſuch a one, he 
waits for her now—— 

Cam. Do you think you could not prevail for me to 
be dreſs'd in that Wench's Cloaths, and attend your 
Miſtreſs in her Stead thither ? They'll not dream we 
ſhould ſo ſoon attempt again —— 

Trim. Yes, I'll engage it 

Cam. Then we'll truſt the Reſt to our good Genius, 
II about it inftantly—Harriet Lowe 

[ Exit L iſing the Larter. 
Enter Widow and Tattleaid. 


; Wid. This was well done of you ; be ſure you, take 
Care of their young Ladyſhips ; 3 you. ſhall, I e 
ou, have a Snip in the Sale of em. ; 
Tat. I thank your good Ladyſhip. 
Mid. Is that the Porter's Paper of How d' ye s ? 
Tas. Yes, Madam, he juſt ſent jt up His general 
Anſwer 


„ 
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Anſwer is, that you're as well as can be expected in 
your Condition, but that you ſee no Body 
mid. That's right [reading Names. ] Lady Riggle, 
Lady Formal — Oh! that Riggle, a pert Ogler——an 
indiſcreet filly Thing, who is really known by no Man, 
yet for her Carriage juſtly thought common to all; and 
as Formal has only the Appearance of Virtue, ſo ſhe has 
only theAppearance of Vice—What Chance, I wonder, 
put theſe Contradictions to each other into the ſame 
Coach, as you ſay they calPd —Mrs. Frances and Mrs. 
Winnifred Glebe— who are they ? | 
Tat. They are the Country great Fortunes, have 
been out of Town this whole Year; they are thoſe 
whom your Ladyfhip ſaid upon being very well born, 
took upon 'em to be very ill bred— - 
Iid. Did I ſay fo? really 1 think *twas apt enough, 
now I remember em: Lady Vrinble.— Oh, that ſmug old 
Woman! there's no enduring herAffectation of Youth, 
but [ plague ker; I always aſk whether her Daughter in 


Miliſpire has a Grandchild yet or not- Lady Worthy— 


I can't bear her Company, ſhe has ſo much of that Vir- 
tue in her Heart, which Ihave in my Mouth only. Aide. 
Mrs. After-Day—Oh, that's ſhe that was the greatBeauty 
—the mighty Toaſt about Town, that's juit come our 
of the Small Pox, ſhe's horribly pitted they ſay; I long 
to ſee her and plague her with my Condolen ce 
Tis a pure 4ll-natur'd Satisfaction to fee one that was a 
Beauty unfortunately move with the ſame Languor, and 
Softneſs of Behaviour, that once was charming in he 
To ſee, I ſay, her mortify that us'd to kill Ha, ha, 
ha! Thereſt are a Catalogue of mere Names or Titles 
they were born to, an inſipid Croud of the neither 
good nor bad — But you are ſure theſe other Ladies ſuſ- 
pet not in the leaſt that I know of their com- 
. nw No, dear Madam, they are to aſk for me 

Vid. I hear a Coach 1... rei. 
I'venow an exquiſitePleaſure in the Thoughtof ſurpaſſing 
my Lady S/y,who pretends to have outgriev'd the whole 
Town for her Huſband—T hey are certainlycoming 


— 
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h no! here let me Thus let me fit and think 
[Fidow on her Couch, awhile foe is raving as 10 af 
Tattleaid /oftly brings in the Ladies.] Wretched diſconſo- 


late as I am ! Oh welcome, —welcome dear killing An- 


por Oh that I could lie down and die in my preſent 
eavineſs—But what how? Nay, my dear, dear 
Lord Why do you look ſo pale, ſo ghaftly at me, 


0 . 


Wottoo, Wottoo, fright hy own trembling ſhiver 


Tat. Nay, good Madam, be comforted. : : 
Mid. Thou ſhalt not have me——  [ Pufees Tat. 
Tat. Nay, good Madam, *tis I. tis I, your Ladyſhip's 


ban Woman— Tis I, Madam, that dreſs you, and talk 
to you, and tell you all that's done in the Houſe every 


Bay; tis 1 | | 
Mid. ls it then poſlible ? Is it then poſſible that I am 
left ſpeak to me not- hold me not—— P11 break 


the liſt'ning walls with my Complaints. [ Looks furpriſed 


at ſeeing Company, then ſeverely at Tattleaid.] Ah! Tatr- 
tea" d — n 

1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her, we would 
come in ſpite of her—— We are your Friends, and are 
as concern'd as you | | 


Wid. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, Madam! I am 
an undone Woman — Oh me! Alas! Alas! Oh! Oh! 


[Al join in her Notes.] I ſwoon, I expire. [Fainta. 


2 La. Pray, Mrs. Tatileuid, bring ſomething that is 
cordial to her. [Exit Tattleaid. 
3 La. Indeed, Madam, you ſhould have Patience, his 


Lordſhip was old. Jo die is but going before in a 


Journey we muſt all take. | 


Enter Tattleaid loaded with Bottles. 3d Lady taker a Butle 


From ber and drinks. _ bt 

4 La. Lord | how my Lady leer drinks; I've heard, 
indeed, but never could believe it of her. [Drinks alſo. 
1 La. But, Madam, don't you hear what the Town 


ſays of the Jilt Flirt, the Men lik'd ſo much in the Park 
Hark ye-—was ſeen with him in an Hackney- Coach 


and Silk- Stockings Key-hole—— his Wig— 
on the Chair. I hifpers by. . 
aac N 75 n > Im. 
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La. Impudent Flirt to be fousd out! 
3 La. But I ſpeak it only to you — 


4 La. Nor I but to one more ¶ Whiſpers next Woman, 

& La. I can't believe it; nay, I always thought it, 
Madam | l [Whiſpers the Widow. 
Mid. Sure tis impoſſible! the demure prim Thing 


ſure all the World's Hypecriſy——Well, I thank my 


Stars, whatſoever Sufferings I have, I've none in Reputa- 
tion. I wonder at the Men, | could never think her hand- 
ſome. She has really a good Shape and Complexion, but 
noMien, and noWoman has the Uſe of her beauty with- 


out Mien. Her Charms are dumb, they want Utterance. 


But whither does Diſtraction lead me to talk of Charms? 
1 La. Charms? a Chit's, a Girl's Charms Come' 
let us Widows be true to ourſelves, keep our Counte- 


nances, and our Characters, and a Fig for the Maids, I 


mean the unmarried. | 
2 La. Ay, fince they will ſet up for our Knowledge, 
why fhould not we for their Ignorance ? | 
3 La. But, Madam, o' Sunday Morning at Church IL 


” curtfied to you; and look'd at a great Fuſs in a glaring 


light dreſs next Pew. That ſtrong maſculine Thin g is a 

Knight's Wife, pretends to all the Tenderneſs in the 
World and would fain put the Unwieldly upon us for 
the ſoft, the languid! She has of a ſudden left her Dairy, 

and ſets up for a fineTown-Lady, calls her Maid % her 
Woman, ſpeaks toher by herSurname, Mrs. Cherry, and 
her great Foot. Boy of Nineteen, big enoughfor a Trooper 
is ſtripped into a Lace Coat, now Mr, Page, forſooth. 


' 4 La. Oh!! have ſeen her — Well, 1 heartily pity ſome 


People for their Wealth, they might have been unknown 
elſe! Vou'd die, Madam, to ſee her and her Equipage 
Il thought the honeſt fat Tits, her Horſes, were ahamed 
of their Finery ; they dragg' d on, as if they were till 


at Plough, and a great baſhfſul-look' d Boo y behind, 


graip'd the Coach, as if he had held one. 8 
5 La. Alas! ſome People think there's nothing but 
veing ſine to be genteel : but the high Prance of the 
Horſes, and the briſk Inſolence of the Servants in au 
| N C 2 Equipage 
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Egquipage of Quality, are (he p but to our own 
Beaſts and Servants. | 
1 La; Now you talk of Equipage, I envy this Lady 
the Beauty ſhe'll appear in in a Mourning Coach, 'twill 
ſo become her Complexion ; I confeſs 1 myſelf mourn'd 
two Years for no other Reaſon. Take up that. Hood 
there ; Oh ! that fair Face with a Vail. | 
[They take up how Hood. 
Mid. Fye, fye, Ladies—but I've been told, indeed, 
black does become 
. 2La. Well, I' take the Liberty to ſpeak it, there's 
young Nutbrain has long had (I'll be ſworn) a Paſſion 
for this Lady: but Pl! tell you one Thing, I fear ſhe'll 
diſlike, that is, he's younger than ſhe is. 
© 3 La. No, that's no Exception; but I'll tell you, 
ten he's younger than his Brother, | 
Wid. Ladies, talk not of ſuch Affairs: Who cou'd 
love ſuch an unhappy Relic as I am? But, dear Ma- 
2 e what Grounds have you for that idle Story? 
La. Why, he toaſts you, and trembles when you re 
e e of; it muſt be a Match, | 
Mid. Nay, nay; you rallys you rally; But ] know | 
you mean it kindly, 
I La. I ſwear we do. 
[ Tattleald ii err the — 

' Wd. But I muſt beſeech you, Ladies, ſince you have 
licks ſo compaſhonate as to. yiſit and accompany my 
Sorrow, to give me the only Comfort I'tan now know 
to ſee my Friends chearful, and to honour an Entertain«. 
ment Taztleaid has prepared within for you: If I can 
find Strength enough I'll attend you ; but I wiſh you'd 
excuſe me, for I've no Reliſh of F — or Joy, but will 
try to get a Bit down in my'own Chamber. ; 

All. No, no, you muſt go with us. 

1 La, There's no Pleaſyre without you. 

Mid. But, Madam, I myſt beg of your Ladyfhip 
not to be ſo. importune to my freſh Calamity, as to 
mention Nutbrain any more: I'm ſure there's nothing 
1 it; In Love with me, * a [ 1s heiped off: 

LExeunt. 
Enter 


* 
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Enter Mademoiſelle, and Campley in Women's Clothes, 

| carrying her Things. | x 

Mad. I very glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber; I 

was ſhamed of you. You yon ſuch impudent Look : 

Beſides me wonder you were not ſeized by the Con- 
ſtable, when you puſh'd de Man into de Kennel. 

Cam. Why, ſhow'd I have let him kiſs'd me? 

Mad. No; but if you had hit him wit Fan, and ſay, 
why ſure Saucy box, it been enough; beſide what you 
hitted de Gentleman for offer kiſſe me. . 

Cam. I beg Pardon, I did not know you were pleaſed 
with it. | | | ba 
Mad. Pleaſe no, but me rader be kiſſe den you, Mr. 
Terim's Friend, be found out. Cou'd not you ſay when 
he kiſſe me, ſure Saucy box dat's Meat for your Ma- 
ſter. Beſides you take ſuch Strides when_ you walk— 
waik—Oh fye; deſe little pette tiny bits a Woman 
ſteps. 5 [ls Shexwwing her Step. 

am. But, pr'ythee, Mademoiſelle, why have you loſt 
your E gliſþ Tongue all of a ſudden; methought when 
the Feliow calPd us French Whores, as we came along, 
and faid we came to ſtarve their own People, you gave 
him pretty plain Exgliſo; he was a Dog, a Raſcal, you'd 
ſer:d to the Stocks | Z 4 | 
Mad. Ha ! ha! ha! I was in a Paſſion, and betrayed 
myſelf, but you're my Lover's Friend, and a Man of 
Honour, therefore know you'll do nothing to injure us. 
Why, Mr. Campley, you muſt know | can ſpeak as good.. 
Engliſh as you, but I don't, for fear of loſing my Cuſto- 
mers: The Engliſb will never give a Price for any Thing 
they underſtand. Nay, I've known ſome of your Fools 
pretend to buy with good Breeding, and give anyRate 
rather than not be thought to have French enough to 
know what they are doing ; ſtrange and far-fetched 
Things they only like; don't you ſee how they ſwallow 
Gallons of the Juice of Tea, while their own Dock» -. 
leaves are trod under Foot, mum: my Lady Harriot. 


— 
* 


| Enter Lady Harriot. 
Madam, votre Servant, Servante— 
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| £ H. Well, Mademoiſelle, did you deliver my Let- 

ter | b . DAR 
L. Ha. Well and how—is that it in your Hand? 
Mad. Ovi—— 5 CO Tg 
L. Ha. Well then, why don't you give it me? 
Mad. O fye! Lady, dat be ſo right Engliſe, de En- 


gliſe mind only de Words of de Lovers, but de Words 


of de Lovers are often Lie, but de Action no Lie - 
L. Ha. What does the Thing mean ? Give me my 
Mad. Me did not deliver your Letter—— _. 
L. Ha. No? > 7 | | 
Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it, to ſee Mr. 


Campley how Cavalier to take it up. As deſe me drop it 


ſo Monſieur run to take it u 

1 [They both run to take it up. Mad. takes it. 
L. Ha. Ovi— But dus he do—Dere de Letter 

very well, very well. O L'Amour! You act de manner 

Mr. Cam ple take it up better than 1, do' you no 


ſee it ? | [They beth run, Harriot gets is. 
| . H. Reads. „ | TEE oY 
hs A 
MAD AM, 


FAM! glad you mention d what indeed I did not at bat 
Time think of, nor , 1 had, ſbou d I have known how 


to have ſpoken . But bleſs me more than Fortune can, by 
turaing thoſe fair Eyes upon, Madam, 752 


Your moſt Faithful, 


| Moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 


What does he mean? But bleſs me more—by turning 
—Qh ?tis he himſelf—|-Looking about ob/erves Cam. 


ſmile. ] Oh the Hoyden—the Romp—!I did not think 


any Thing could add to your native Confidence, but you 
look fo very bold in that Dreſs——and your Arms will 
fall of——And your Petticoats how they hang! 


— 


a 


* 


2. 


GRIEF A-LA-MO PDE. 5 5 
Cam. Mademoiſelle Voulez vous de Salville Lean 
Hongrie, Chez Monſieur Marchant de Montpellier — Dis 
for your 'Teet | owing his Trinkets.] De Eſſence, a little 
Book French for teach de elder Broders make Compli - 
ments. Will you, I ſay, have any Thing that I have, 
will you have all I have? Madam. | | 
I. Ha. Ves, and for the Humour's Sake, will never 
part with this Box, while I live, ha! ha! ha! 
Cam, But, Lady Harriot, we mult not ſtand laughing; 
as you obſerve in your Letter, Delays are dangerous in 
this wicked Woman's Cuſtody of you — therefore I 
muſt, Madam, beſeech you, and pray ſtay not on Nice- 
ties, byt be advigd. 2 „„ 

L. Ha. Mr. Campley, 1 have no Will but your's. 
Cam. Thou dear Creature but [A es her Hand] 
Haik'ye, then you muſt change Dreſſes with Mademoi/elle, 
and go with me inſtantly. | 3 8 
L. Ha. What you pleaſe 

Cam. Madam D” Epingle, I muſt defire you to comply 
with a Humour of Gallantry of ours, you may be {re 
I'll have an Eye over the Treatment you have upon my 
Account, only to change Habits with Lady Harriet, 
and let her go while you ſtay. . 


Mad. Wit all my Heart. Offers to undreſs herſelf. 
L. Ha. What, Sa Mr. 2 up i Me 
Mad. Oh, oh, very Arnglai/e ! Dat is ſo Engli/e, all 
Woman of Quality in France are dreſs and undreſs, by 
a Valet de Chambre, de Man Chamber-maid helpCom- 
plexion, better den de Woman. [ Apart to Har. 
L. Ha. Nay, that's a Secret in Dreſs, Mademoi/clle, I 
never knew before, and am ſo unpoliſhed an Engl; 
Woman as to reſolve never to learn ev'n to dreſs before 
my Huſband. Oh! Indecency! Mr. Campley, do you. 
hear what Mademoiſelle ſays — | | | 
Mad. Oh! Hiſt Begatelle. | 
IL. Ha. Well, we'll run in and be ready in an Inſtant. 
? + -- [Exennt, L. Harriot and Mademoiſelle. 
Cam, Well, I like her every Minute better and better. 
What a delicate Chaſtity ſhe has! There's ſomething ſo 
groſs in the Carriage of ſome Wives (tho? they're honeſt 


C 4 too) 


— 
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too) that they loſe their Huſband's Hearts for Faults, 
wahich if they have either good Nature or good Breed- 
ing, they know not how to tell *em of. But how hap- 
Py am I in ſuch a Friend as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreſs as 
Harriet? 5 . 
Continue Heavn, à grateful Heart to bleſs  _ 
With Faithin Frienaſhip, and in Love Succeſs. 


CCC 
ACT Iv. Sc EN E III 

EF Enter Widow ard Truſty. b. ah 
ME T ruſty, IE have, I do aſſurẽ 11 the 3 


ſame Place and Power, in the Management 4 
cf my Lord Brumpton 's Eſtate, as in his Liſe time. (I 2 
am reduced to a Neceſſity of truſting him) [ade] How-' + 
ever Tatiileaid diſſembles the Matter, ſhe muſt be'privy 11 
to Lady Harrict's Eſcape, and Faris gale's as deep with Ei 
'em both, and I fear will be their Ruin, which 'tis my 
Care and Duty to prevent. Be vigilant, and you ſhall 
be rewarded, I ſhall employ you wholly in Lady Shar- 
let's Affairs, the is able io pay Serviees done for her. 
"You've Senſe, and underſtand me; [Exit Widow. 
Fru. Yes, Ido indeed underſtand you; and could wiſh- 
another could with as mach Deteſtation as I'do, but my: 
poor old Lord is ſoſtrangely, ſo bewitchedly enamoured 
of her, that even after this Diſcovery of her Wickedneſs, 
1 ſee he could be reconcil'd to her, and though he 1s 
| aſhamed to confeſs to me, I know he longs to ſpeak with 
= her. If I tell Lord-Hardy all, to make his Fortune, he 
1 would not let his Father be diſhonoured by a publick 
| Way of Separation. If Things are acted privately, I 
know ſhe'll throw us all; there's no Middle-way, I 
| ' muſt expoſe her to make a Re. union impradieable: 
| 7 Alas! how is honeſt Truth baniſhed the World, when we 
muſt watch the Seaſons and ſoft Avenues toMens Hearts, 
8 " +" 0 
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to gain it Entrance ev'n for their own Good and In- 
tereſt. 5 * 3 [Exit 
| Enter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. : 

' Ld. H. I forget my own Misfortunes, dear Campley, 
when | reflect on your Succeſs. 5 4 
Cam. I aſſure you it moderates the Swell of Joy that 
I am in, to think of your Difficulties. I hope my Feli-- 
city is previous to your's; my Lady Harriet gives her 
Service to you, and we both think it but decent to ſuſ- 

end our Marriage, till your and Lady Sharlot's Af- 
| Fairs are in the ſame Poſlure, 1 | 

L. H. Where is my Lady? : 

Cam. She's at my Aunt's, wy Lord. But my Lord, 
if you don't interpoſe, I don't know how I ſhall adjuſt 
Matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his Miſtreſs behind 
me, I fear he'll demand Satisfaction of me. 3 

Trim. No, Sir; alas, I can know no Satis faction 
while ſhe is in Jeopardy. Therefore would rather be 
put in a Way to recover her by florming the Caſtle, or 
1 Feat of Arms, like a true enamour'd Swain as 

am. | ARE Ta 

Cam. Since we are all three then expecting Lovers, 
my Lord, pr'ythee let's have that Song of your's which 


_ ſuits our common Purpoſe, | 
L. H. Call in the Boy. 


| Boy /ings. 
Ye Minutes bring the happy Hour, 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Bower o 
Then ſhall all idle Flames be oer, 

- Nor Eyes or Heart &er auander more: - 
Both, Chan, ne for e'er on thee, | 
For thou art all thy Sex to me, 

A Guilty is a falſe Embrace ; 
Corinna's Lowe's a Fairy-Chace 
Begone, thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, - 

And all that can't ſurvive Deſire, - © : 

Chloe any Reaſon moves and Awe, 

And Cupid _— me, when he ſaw. 


* 


Trims 
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Terim. Laok you, Gentlemen, ſince as you are pleas' d 
© to fay we're all Lovers, and conſequently Poets, pray 
do me the Honour to hear a little Air of mine: You 
maſt know then, 1 once had the Misfortune to fall in 
ove below myſelf, but Things went hard with us at 
that Time, ſo that my Paſſion, or as I may poetically 
peak; my Fire, was in the Kitchen: *T'was towards a 
ook-maid ; but before I ever ſaw Mrs. Deborah. 
Ld. H. Come on then, Trim, let's have it 
Trim. I muſt ran into next Room for a Lute. [ Exit. 
Cam. This muſt be diverting ! can the Rogue play ? 
Re-enter Trim, with a Pair of Tongs. | 
Trim. Dear Cynderaxa herſelf very well underſtood 
$bis Inſtrument, I therefore always ſung this Song to 
It, as thus. 1 5 1 


Cynderaxa lind and good, 
| Has all my Heart and Stomach too ; 
She makes me loue, mot hate, my Food, 
RANT ts” Hora do. 


M ben Venus leaves her Vulcan's Cel}, 
Which all but 1 a Coal-hole call; 
Fly, fy, ye that above Stairs duell, 
Her Face is waſh'd, 2 all, 
| III. 8 


And as ſhe's fair foe can impart 
That Beauiy to make all Things fine 3 
Brigbtens the Floor with wondrous Art, 
And at ber Touch the Diſpes ſhine. 


Ls. H. I proteſt, Vill, thou art a Poet indeed. And 
ar ber Touch the Die. Sine And you touch your 
3 Enter Bey. = | 

Bey. There's one Mr. Fray below wauld ſpeak 

with my Lord. | / | | 

Ld. H. Mr. Truffy, my Father's Steward, what can 
he have to ſay to me? | YR, j 

3 | a . 5 | An. 
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Cam. He's very honeſt, to my Knowledge. 
Ld. H. I remember indeed when ! was turn'd out of 
the Houſe, he follow'd me to the Gate, and wept over 
me, for which I've heard he'd like to have loſt hisPlace, 
But however I muſt adviſe with you a little, about my 
Behaviour to him: let's in. Boy, bring him up hither, 


tell him I'll wait on him preſently. [ Exit Boy. 

1 ſhall want you, I believe, here, Trim, [Exeunt. 
8 Ne enter Bey and Truſty. | 

Bey. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. 

: WH W 


Tru. Tis very well theſe Lodgings are but homely 
for the Earl of Brumpion—Oh that damn'd Strumper— 
that I ſhould ever know my Maſter's Wife for ſuch—— 
How many thouſand things does my Head run back to? 
After my poor Father's Death the good Lord took me, 
becauſe he was a Captain in his Regiment, and gave me 
Education: I was, I think, Three and Twenty when 

this young Lord within was chriſtened ; what ado there 
Was about calling him Francis? [wipes his Eyes. ]Theſe 

are but poor Lodgings for him. I cannot bear theJ6y 
to think that 1 ſhall ſave the Family, from which I've 
had my Bread. | 

„ Enter Trim. ; | 

Trim, Sir, my Lord will wait on you immediately. 
Tru. Sir, tis my Duty to wait on him [as Trim 
is going.] but, Sir, are not you the young Man that at- 
tended him at Cyriſ Church in Oxford, and have fol- 
low'd him ever fince ? LET 1 0 


Trim, Yes, Sir, I am. Sour ns | 
* 5 Nay, Sir, no harm, but you'll thrive the better 
„„ 5 | 
Trim. I like this old Fellow, I ſmell more Money. 
2 7 | [ Afede. Exit. 
Fru. I think it is now eight Years ſince I ſaw him, 
he was not then nineteen, when I follow'd him to the 
Gate, and gave him fifty-Guineas, which I pretended 
his Father ſent after him. | | : 


* 


Enter 
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Enter Lord Hardy. 


Id. H. Mr. Trufy, Pm very glad to ſee you, you look 
very bale and jolly, you wear well l'm glad to 
ſee it but your Commands to me, Mr. Try. 
Fru. Why, my Lord, I preſunie'to wait on your Lord- 
ſhip; my Lord, you're ſtrangely. grown; you're your | 
Father's very Picture; you're he, my Lord: You are 
the very Man that look'd ſo pleas'd, to ſee me look ſo 
fine in my lac'd.Livery, 10 go to Court. I was his Page 
when he was juſt ſuch another as you, He kiſs'd me afore 
a great many Lords, and faid I was à Brave Man's Son, 
that taught him to exerciſe his Arms. I remember he 
carried me to the great Window, and bid me be ſure to 
keep in your Mother's Sight in all my Finery. She was 
the fineſt young Creature, the Maids of Honour hated 
to ſee her at Court. My Lord then courted my good 
Lady: She was as Kind to me on her Death. bed, ſhe faid 
to me, Mr. Trufty, take Care of my Lord's ſecond Mar- 
Tiage for that Child's Sake: She pointed as well as ſhe 
could to you; you fell a crying, and ſaid ſhe fflould not 
die; but ſhe did, my Lord; ſhe left the World, and no 
one like her in't. Forgive me, my honour'd Maſter, 
[ ecpe, runs 10 my Lord, and bugs bim. ] I've often car- 
ry'd you in theſe Arms that graſp you, they were 
ttronger then, but if I die to- mortow you're worth Five 
— Thouſand Petnds: by my Gift, 'tis what: Eve got in 
the Family, and I return it to yen with thanks But 
alas, do I live to ſee you want if ö 
Ld. HF. Von confound nie with all this Tenderneſs 
and Generoſity. 5 5 Mr WA 
Tru. VI] trouble you no longer, my Lord—but—— 
Ld, H. Call it not a Trogble ; for —_ © 
Fru. My good Lord, I will not, I ſay, indulge myſelf 
in talking fond Tales that melt me, and interrupt my 
Story: my Buſineſs to your Lord ſhip in one Word, is this; 
am in good Confidence at preſent with my Lady 
| Dowager, and I know ſhe has ſome Fears upon her- 
which depend upon the Nature of theSettlement to your - 
Di, ſavour; and under the Roſe——Be vent ert: 
f 5 car 
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1 fear your Father has not had fair play for his Life; be 
compos'd my Lord, what is to be done in this, we'll not 
apply to publick juſtice in this caſe, till we ſee farther; 
"twill make it noiſy, which we muſt not do, if 1 migkt 
adviſe. You ſhall, with a Detachment of your Com- 
pany, ſeize the Corps as it goes out of the Houſe this 
Evening to be interr'd in the Country, *twill only look 
like taking the Adminiſtration upon yourſelf, and com- 
mencing a Suit for the Eſtate ; ſhe * put off the ly- 
ing in State, and Lady Harriot's Eſcape with Mr. Camp- 
ley makes her fear he will prove a powerful Friend, both 
to the young Ladies and your Lordſhip. She cannot 
with Decency be ſo buſy, as when the Corps is out of 
the Houſe, therefore haſtens it. I know your whole 
Affair, leave the Care of Lady ShHarlot to me, I'll pre- 
acquaint her, that ſhe may'nt be frightned, and diſpoſe 
of her ſafely to obſerve the Iſſue. | : 
Ld. H. I wholly underſtand you, it ſhall be done. 
Tru. I'm fure I am wanted this moment for your In- 
tereſt at home. This Ring ſhall be the Paſſport of In- 
telligence, for whom you ſend to aſſault us, and the 
Remittance of it ſeal'd with this, ſhall be Autheatick 
from within the Houſe. _ f . 
Ld. H. "Tis very well. e 
Tru. Hope all you can wiſh, my Lord, from a certain 
Secret relating to the Eſtate, which PII acquaint you 
with next time I ſee you,” 55305 Ton DO Eet.: 
Ld. H. Your Servant—— This Fellow's ſtrangely hoe 
neſt Ha! Will. W | 1 Las 


Enter Campley and Will. 


Will, don't the Recruits wait for me to ſee em at their 
Parade before this Fouſe? - - 1 


Frim. Ves, and have waited theſe thyee Hours. 
Ld. H. Go to 'em, I'Il be there myſelf immediately, 
we muſt attack with 'em, if the Rogues are ſturdy, this 
very Prening 27577 6, 3 
- Trim. I gueſs where—I'm overjoy « at it. Fl war 
rant you they do it, if [command in Chief. . 
Ld. H. Ideſign you ſhall, { Trims runs out Jumping. 


Camp. 
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Camp. You ſeem, my Lord, to be in deep Meditation. 


Ld. H. I am fo, but not on any thing that you may 


not be acquainted with. 


Enter Trim, with a Cempery of ragged Fellows, with 
| a Cane. 

1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we ſhall come to 
Blows be fore we fee the French | 
Trim. Harkee, Friend, 'tis not your Affair to gueſs 
or enquire what you are going to do, *tis only for us 

Commanders— 
2 Sol. The French, Pox, they are but a Company of 
ſcratching Civet Cats—They fight ? 
Trim. Harkee, don't bluſter—were not you a little 
miſtaken in your Facings at Szeenkirk ? 


2 Sol. I grant it; you know I have an Antipathy to 


che French—I hate to fee the Dogs—Look you here, 


Gentlemen, I was ſhot quite through the Body—Look 
Ou. 
& Trim, Pry*thee, look, where it enter'd at your Back. 
2 Sol. Look you, Mr. Trim, you will have your oke, 
we know you are a Wit— But what's that to a bg ting 


| Man 2 


Enter Kate. 

Kate. Mr. Trim, — Mr. Trim 

Trim, Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Kate, 
I now pay the Company—and we. that pay Money ex- 

& a little more Ceremony—ʒ 

Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to raſte ſome right. 
French Brandy ? 

Trim. Art thou ſore, good Woman, His right? [ Drin. ] 
How—F#French—pray—nay, if 1 find you deceive me, 
who pay the Men [ Drinks. 

Kate. Pray good Maſter, have you ſpoke to my Lord 


about me ? 


Trim. 1 have, but you ſhall ſpeak to him yourſelf —» 
thou haſt been a true Campaigner, Kate, and wa muſt, 


not neglect thee—Do you ſel} grey Peaſe yet of an Even- 
In _. Ho Matchioch—— | | Drinks aga n. 


Kate. > 
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Kate. Any thing to turn the penny, but I got more 
by crying Pamphlets this Year, than by any thing I have: 
done a great while—Now I am married into the Com- 
any again, I deſign to croſs the Seas next Year, But, 
Haſter, my Huſband, a Temple Porter, and a Parliament 
Man's Footman, laſt Night by their talk made me think 
there was danger of a Peace; why, they ſaid all the 
prime People were againſt a War. og 
Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I keep 
great Company, all Men are for War, but ſome would 
have it Abroad, and ſome would nave it at Home in 
their own Country. i | | 
Kate. Ay, ſay you ſo : Drink about, Gentlemen, not 
a Farthing to pay; a War is a War, be it where it 
will ;—But pray, Mr. Trim, ſpeak to my Lord, that 
when theſe 3 have Shirts I may waſh for em. 
Trim. I tell you, if you. behave well to-night, you 
ſhall have a Fortnight's Pay each Man as a Reward ; but 
there's none of you induſtrious, there's a thouſand things 
you might do to help out about this Town——as to 
cry Puff —Puff Pyes. Have you any Knives 
or Sciflors to grind or late in an Evening, whip. 
from Grubſtreet ſtrange and bloody News from Flanders 
| Votes from the Houſe of Commons | 
Buns, rare Buns old Silver Lace, Clokes, Suits,' 
or Coats——old Shoes, Boots or Hats ——Bat here, 
here, here's my Lord a coming — here's the Captain, 
fall back into the Rank There move up in the Centre, 
15 Enter Lord Hardy and Campley. 5 
Ld. H. Let me ſee whether my ragged Friends are 
ready and about me. | „ 
Kate. Enſign Campley, Enſign Campley, I am overjoy'd 
to ſee your Honour, ha' the World's ſurely alter'd, ha'. 
Cam. Tis fo, faith Kate; why art thou true to the 
Cauſe, with the Company ſtill, honeſt Amazoz. . 
Kate. Dear Soul, not a bit of Pride in him ; but 
won't your Honour help in my Buſineſs with my Lord ? 
ſpeak for me, noble Enfign, do. 
Cam, Speak to him yourſelf, I'Il ſecond you. 


Kate, a 
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© Kate. Noble Captain, my Lord, I ſuppoſe Mr. Trim 
has told your Honour about my Petition, 1 have been a 
great Sufferer in the Service; 'tis hard for a poor Wo- 
man to Joſe nine Huſbands in a War, and no Notice ta- 
ken; 5 three of 'em, alas, in the ſame Campaign, 
here the Woman ſtands that ſays it, I never ſtript a Man 
till J firſt try'd if he could ſtand on his Legs, and if not, 
I think *twas fair Plunder, except our Adjutant, and he 
was a Puppy that made my eighth Huſband run the 
Gauntlet tor not turning his 'Toes out. 

+ Ld. HF. Well, we'll confider thee, Kate, but fall back 
into the Rear. A Roll of what? Gentlemen Soldiers. 

Trim. to Bumplin.] Do you hear that, my Lord him- 
ſelf can't deny but we are all Gentlemen as much as his 
Honour— nts + 5 

- Ld. H. reading.] Gentlemen Soldiers quarter'd in and 
about Gay · Court in Vinegar Yard, in Ruſſel. Court in 


Drury. Lane belonging to the Honourable Captain Hardy's 


Companyof Foot 80, anſwer to your Names, and march 
off from the Left — John Horſeem, Corporal, march eaſy 
that I may view you as you paſs by me: Drums, Simon 


Ruffle, 2 Tattoo — There's a Shilling for you Tattoo, 
9 


be always fo tight: How doos he keep himſelf ſo clean? 
Trim. Sir, he is a Tragedy- Drum to one of the Play- 
houſes. F „„ 
L d. H. Private Gentlemen Alexander Cowitch, 
Humphrey Mundangus, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab, 


Timothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemiah Duſt, Humphrey 


Garbage, Nathaniel Matchl:ch. 


Cam. What, is Matchlock come back to the Company? 
That's the Fellow that brought me off at Szeentirt, © | 
Ld. H. No, Sir, 'tis I am oblig'd to him for that 
{Offering to give him Money] there, Friend; you ſhall 
want for nothing, Pll give thee a Halbert too. 
Kate. O brave me! Shall I be a Serjeant's Lady —I 
"faith I''l make the Drums, and the Corporals Wives, 
and Company-keepers know their Diſtance. 
Cam. How far out of the Country did you come 


— 


to 


Liſt, don't you come from Corawa!, how did you bear 
your Charges ? ; 


| Match, 
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Match. Twas whipt from Conſtable to Conſtable— 
Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's due by the Courteſy of 
England to all that want in red Coats; beſides, there's 
an Act that makes as free of all Corporations, and that's 
the Ceremony of it. A 
Cam. But what pretence bad they for ufing you ſo ill, 
you did not pilfer ? | | 
Match. I was found guilty of being Poor. 
Cam. Poor Devil! 3 | 
Ld. H. Timothy Ragg— Oh, Ragg ! I thought when T 
gave you your Diſcharge, juſt before the Peace, we ſhould 
xever have had you again; how came you to lift now 7 
Rag. To pull down the French King. | 0 
Ld. H. Bravely refolv'd—But pull your Shirt into 
your Breeches, in the mean time— Jeffrey Tatter— 
hat's become of the Skirts and Buttons of your Coat ? 
Tatter. In our laſt Clothing, in the Regiment I ſerv'd 
in before, the Colonel had one Skirt before, the Agent 
ene behind, and every Captain of the Regiment a 
Button. | 3 
| I'd. H. Huſh you Rogue, you talk Mutiny. [ Smiling. 
Trim. Ay, Sirrah, what have you to do with more 
Knowledge than that of your Rigbt Hand from your 
Left ? | [Hits him a Bloau on ibe Head. 
Ld. H. Hugh Clump—Clump, thou groweſt a little too 
Heavy for marching. | 
Trim. Ay, my Lord, but if we don't allow him the 
— he'll ſtarve, for he's too Lame to get into the Hoſe 
pitd, #1 OVER -- | 
Li. H. Richard Bumpkin: Ha! A perfect Country 
Hick— how came you, Friend, to be a Soldier? . 
Burp. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been croſs'd 
in Love, and am willing to ſeek my Fortune. . 
Ld. H. Well I've ſeen enough of 'em, if you mind 
your Affair, and act like a wiſe General, theſe Fellows 


may d come take your Orders. Trim puts his Hat 
on his Sick, while my Lord is giving him the Ring, and 
ewhiſper. Orders} Well, Gentlemen, do your Buſineſs 
manfulh, and nothing ſhall be too good for you. 

Al. leſs your Honour. [ Exe. Har. and Campley. 


rim. 
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Trim. Now, my brave Friends and Fellow - Soldier 
Laſſde] I muſt Fellow - Soldier em juſt before Battle, like 
à true Officer, tho' I cane em a the Year round be : 

e —[Strutting about] Major-General Trim, no, Pox, 
Trin ſounds ſo very ſhort and priggiſh—that my Name 
ſhould be a Monoſyllable! But the Foreign News will 
write me, I ſuppoſe, Monſieur or Chevalier Triment, 
Seigneur Trimoni, or Count Trimuntz, in the German 
Army, I ſhall perhaps be call'd; ay, that's all the 
Plague and Comfort of us great Men, they do fo to: 
our Names about—But Gentlemen, you are now under 
my Command—Huzza ! Thrice—Faith, this 1s very 
pleaſing, this Grandeur! Why, after all, 'tis upon 
the Neck of ſuch Scroundrels as theſe Gentlemen, thai 
We great Captains build our Renown—A Million or 
two of theſe Fellows make an Alexander, and as that 
my predeceſſor ſaid in the Tragedy of him on the very 
ſame Occaſion going to ſtorm for his Szatira, ſo do | 
for my dear Sempſtreſs, Madam 4 Epingle. 


| When I rufp on, ſure none will dare to ftay 3 
, *Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads the May. 
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Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. 


Tru. @ HE knows no Mention in her good For- 
tune; ſhe has, out of Impatience to ſee her- 
ſelf in her Weeds, order'd her Mantua-Woman to ftitch 
up any thing immediately——You may hear her and 
7aitleaid laugh aloud—ſhe is ſo wantonly merry. 

Lud. B. But this of Lady Shar/at is the very utmoſt of 
all III Pray read—But I muſt fic—My late Fit 
of the Gout makes me act with Pain and C 
Let me ſee | 

Tru. She writ it by the Page, who i! it me, as 
I had wheedled him to do all their r. ä 


Ia. B. [reads.] 


7 ou muſt watch the dnss of of a e Bei 
Gut of the Houſe with the Corps, Tattleaid ſpall ag gone 


you to my Lady Sharlot's Ry with ber— 
and be fare you Bed her—— - 


Your affectionate Siſter, 2 Brampton. 


Brampton. The Creature—She call'd as Frans Mo- 
ther was ? Brampton { The Succeba! What a Devil In- 
carnate have I had in my Boſom ? Why, the common 
abandon'd Town Women would ſeruple ſuch an Action 
as th is T ho' they have loſt all regard to their own 
Chaſtity, they would be tender of another” —— 
ſure ſhe had no Infancy—She never had Virginity, to 

have 


* 


N 
| 
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have no Compaſſion through Memory of her own former 
Innocence —— This is to forget her very Humanity 
her very Sex Where is my poor Boy? Where's Frank? 
Does not he want! How has he liv'd all this time Not 
a Servant I warrant, to attend him What Com- 
pany can he keep? What can he ſay of his Father? 

Tru. Tho' you made him not your Heir, he is ſtill 
your Son—and has all the Duty and Tenderneſs in the 
World for your Memory — 

I 


Ld. B. It is impoſſible, Traſty, it is impoſſible 
will not rack myſelf with the Thought. That one I 
have injur'd can be ſo very good - keep me in Counte- 

nce—tell me he hates my very Name—— wou'd not 
aſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from mx 
What's his Company ? 38; 
Fru. Young Tom Campley, they are never aſunder. 
Id. B. I am glad he has my pretty Tattler—— the 
Chearful Innocent Harriet. I hope he'll be 
good to her—he's good-natur'd and well-bred 
Tru. But, my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in order- 
ing the Funeral— ſhe bid Sable be ſure to lay you 
deep enough ——— ſhe had heard ſuch Stories of the 
wicked Sextons taking up people but I wiſh, my 


Lord, you would pleaſe to hear her and Tattleaid once 


more | 

Ld. B. I know to what thy Zeal tends but I 
tell you, ſince you cannot be convinc'd but that I have 
Hill a Softneſs for her—I ſay tho? I had ſo, it ſhould ne- 


ver make me tranſgreſs that ſcrupulous Honour that 


becomes a Peer of England————if I could forget In- 
juries done myſelf thus groſs——1 never will thoſe done 


my Friends———You knew Sharlo?'s worthy Father 


No there's no need of my ſeeing more of this 
Woman — [ behold her now with the ſame Eyes 
that you do —there's a Meanneſs in all ſhe ſays or 
does— ſhe has a great Wit but a little Mind— 
ſamething ever wanting to make her appear my Lady 
Brumptan ———— ſhe has nothing natively Great=—— 
you fee I love her not { talk with judgment 


— 


— 3 6 


of her K v6-- ahi 
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. Tru. I fee it, my good Lord, with Joy I ſee it—nor 
care how few things I ſee more in this World — My Sa- 
tisfaction is complete Welcome old Age—welcome 
Decay tis not Decay, but Growth to a latter Being. 

| [Exit, leading Ld. B. 


Re-enter Truſty meeting Cabinet. 


| Tru, I have your Letter, Mr. Cabinet. 

Cab. I hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not in my Na- 
ture to bs guilty of ſo much Baſeneſs; but being born a 
Gentleman, and bred out of all Road of Induſtry in 
that idle manner too many are, I ſoon ſpent a ſmall Pa- 
trimony ; and being debauch'd by Luxury, I fell into the 
narrow Mind to dread no Infamy like Poverty—which 
made me guilty, as that Paper tells you——and had I 
not writ to you, I am ſure I never could have told you of 
It, 

Tru. It is an ingenious, pious Penitence in you—m 
Lord Hardy —— (to whom this Secret is ineſtimable) is a 
noble natur'd Man—— and you ſhall find him ſuch 
I give you my Word | 

Cab. I know, Sir, your Integrity Og 

Tru. But pray be there—all that you have to do is to 
aſk for the Gentlewoman at the Houſe at myLord Hardy's 
——=ſhe'll take Care of you——And pray have Patience, 
where ſhe places you, *till you ſee me.—[EFx. Cab.] 
My Lord Haray*s being an Houle where theyreceive Lod- 

ers, has allowed me convenience to place every Body 
F think neceſſary to be by at ber Diſcovery=— This 
1 welcome Secret! I ſee, however impractica- 

le honeſt Actions may appear, we may go on with juſt 
Hope. | | | 


All that is Ours, is to be juſtly bent, 
A Heav'n in its own Cauſe ai bleſs th* Events ¶ Exit. 


Euter Trim and his Party, © 
Trim. March up, march up Now we are near the 
Citadel and halt only to give the neceſſary Orders for 
the Engagement Ha] Clump, Clump,—When we come 
to Lord Brumpton's Door, and you ſee us conveniently diſ- 


pos d 


a Corps brought out of the Houſe 


Face to the Houſe, half to the Body 


oo IS; A ror. at oo * 
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pos'd about the Houſe you are to wait till you ſee 
then to go up to 
him you obſerve the Director, and aſk importunately for 
an Alms to a poor Soldier——for which you may be 
ſure you-ſhall have a good Blow or two——but if you 
have not, be ſaucy till you have Then when you ſee 
a File of Men got between the Houſe and the Body -A 
File of Men, 'Bumpkin, is fix Men—!I ſay, when you 
ſee the File in ſuch a Poſture, that half the File may 
| you are to 
fall down, crying Murder, that the half File fac'd to the 
Body may throw it and themſelves over du -= then 


march to your Reſcue---Then, Swagger, you and your 
Party fall in to ſecure my Rear, while I march off with 


the Body---Theſe ' are the Orders——and this, with a 
little Improvement of my own, is the ſame Diſpoſition | 


Filleroy and Catinat made at Chiart. 


| [Marches off with his Party. 
Enter Widow In deep Mourning, with a dead Squirrel on 
ber Arm, and Tattleaid. | 

Vid. It muſt be fo --It muſt be your Careleſſneſs 
What had the Page to do in my Bed-Chamber? 
Tat. Indeed, Madam, I can't tell---But I came in 
and catch'd him wringing round his Neck- LEY, 
Mid. Tell the Raſcal from me---he ſhall romp with 
the Footmen no more——=No——P1! ſend the Rogue in 


a Frock to learn Latina among the dirty Boys that come 


to good- -I will- But tis ever fo among theſe Crea- 
tutes that live on one's ſuperfluous Affections; a Lady's 
Woman, Page and Squirrel are always Rivals. | 
Poor harmleſs Animal Pretty ev'n in Death. 


: 


Death might have over-look'd thy little Life—— 
How could'ſt thou, Robin, leave thy Nuts and me ?. 


How was't, importunate Deareſt, thou ſhould'ſt die? 
Thou never didſt invade thy Neighbour's Soils: 


Never mad'ſt War with ſpecious Shews of Peace: 


Thou never haſt depopulated Regions, 
But chearfully didft bear thy little Chain, 
Content So I but fed thee with this Hand FP 


-- 
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Tat. Alas! alas! we are all Mortal: Conſider, Ma- 
dam, my Lord's dead too. SNL 
Wid. Ay, but our Animal Friends do wholly die; 
an Huſband-or Relation, after Death, is rewarded or 
tormented That's ſome Confolation———] know 
her Tears are falſe, for ſhe hated Robin always [ ajide] 
But ſhe's a well-bred diſhoneſt Servant, that never 
ſpeaks. a painful Truth——But I'll reſolve to conquer 
my Afligtion—— Never ſpeak more of Robin 
Hide him there But to my Dreſs--- How ſoberly mag - 
nificent is Black — And the Train— l wonder how WI. 
dows came to wear ſuch long Tails ! 

Tat. Why, Madam, the ſtatelieſt of all Creatures 
has the longeſt Tail, the Peacock, nay 't has of all Crea. 
tures the fineſt Mien too — except your Ladyſhip, 
who are a Phenix | - | | 

Mid. Ho! Brave Tarileaid - But did not you obſerve 
what a whining my Lady Sly made, when ſhe had drank 
a little ? Did you believe her ? Do you think there are 
really People ſorry for their Huſbands? | | 

Tat. Really, Madam, ſome Men do leave their For- 
tunes in ſuch Diſtraction, that I believe it may be 
2 | Speaks æuith Pins in her Mouth, 
Mid. But I ſwear I wonder how it came up to-dreſs 
us thus——1 proteſt, when all my Equipage is ready, 
and I. move in full Pageantry, I ſhall fancy myſelf. an 
Ambaſladreſs from the Commonwealth of Women, the 
diſtreſſed State of Amazonia to treat for Men---But 
I proteſt I wonder how two of us thus clad can meet 
with a grave Face—methinks they ſhould laugh out like 
two Fortune-tellers, or two opponent Lawyers that 
know each other for Cheats. 

Tat. Ha! ha! ha! I ſwear to you, Madam, your 
Ladyſhip's Wit will choke me one time or other--I had 
like to have ſwallowed all the Pins in my Mouth 

Mid. But Tatty, to keep Houſe: ſix Weeks, that's 
another babarous Cuſtom ; but the Reaſon of it, I ſup- 
poſe, was that the baſe People ſhould not ſee People of 
Quality may be as afflicted as themielves— 


Tat. 
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Tat. No; 'tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em as mer- 
ß ORD CESS. 
Wid. Ha! ha! ha! Huſſey, you never ſaid that you 
ſpoke laſt——why *tis juſt——tis' Satire 'm ſure 


you ſaw it in my Face, that I was going to ſay it—'twas 
too good for you Come lay down that Sentence and 
the Pin- cuſtion, and pin up my Shoulder Hark' ye, 
Huſſey, if you ſhou'd, as I hope you won't, out live 
me, take Care I an't buried in Flannel, *twould never 
become me I'm ſure —— That they can be as merry: 
Well, PH tell my new Acquaintance——What's her 
Name ?——She that reads ſo much, and writes Verſes - 
Her Huſband was deaf the firſt Quarter of a Year ——[ - 
forget her Name — That Expreſſion ſhe'll like Well, 
that Woman does divert me ſtrangely.— I'll be very 
great with her— She talk'd very learnedly of the Ridi- 
cule, till ſhe was ridiculous then ſhe ſpoke of the De- 
cent of the Apreeable—of the Inſenſible — ſhe deſigns 
to print the Diſcourſe— But of all things I like her 
— 11 e 
Tat. Pray, Madam, how was that? 
Vid. A moſt uſeful Diſcourſe to be inculcated in our 
Teens the Porpoſe of it is to diſguiſe our Apprehen- 
Hon in this ill-bred Generation of Men, who {peak be- 
fore Women what they ought not to hear — As now 
4075 you were a Spark in my Company, and you 
ſpoke ſome double Entendre I look thus! But be a 
Fellow, and you fhall ſee how PII uſe you—— The In- 
ſenſible is uſefal upon any Occaſion, where we ſeemingly 
negle&, and ſecretly approve, which is our ordinary 
common Caſe—— Now 1 ꝗ 4 a Coxcomb dancing, 
prating and playing his. Tricks before me to move me 
without Pleaſure or Diſtaſte in my Countenance I look 
at him—juſt thus—but—Ha ! ha! ha! I have found 
_ out a Supplement to this Notion of the Inſenſible, for 
my own Uſe, which is infallible, and that is, to have 
always in my Head all that they can ſay or de to me 
fo never be ſurpriz'd with Laughter, the Oecaſion of 
which is always ſudden © © on 
| — — 1 n Nn Tat. 
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you going What, are you mad 
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Tat. Oh, my Lady Brumpton { Tattleaid bows and 
8 3 My Lady—your moſt obedient Servant. 
© id. Look you, Wench, you ſee by the Art of Infen. 
ſibility I put yon out of Countenance, tho' you were 
prepar'd for an ill Reception=—— | 
Tat. Oh! Madam how jaftly are you form'd for 
what is now fall'n to you, the Empire of Mankind 
Wid. O Sir, that puts me out of all my I:ſenfibility 
at once—that was ſo gallant.— Ha!! what Noiſe is that 
that Noiſe of Fighting Run, I fay——Whither are 
Will you leave 
me alone Can't you ſtir What, you can't take 
your Meſſage with you Whatever tis, I ſuppoſe you are 
not in the Plot; not bu Nor that now they're break - 
ing open my Houſe for Shar!o! Not you—Go ſeg 
what's the matter I ſay, I have no body I can truſt 
One [Exit Tattleaid.] Minute I think this Wench ho- 
neſt, and the next falſe —— Whither ſhall I turn me? 
Tat. Madam— Madam. | [ Re-entrings. 
Mid. Madam, Madam, will you ſwallow me gaping— 
Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not ſo out of Humour, 
— But there is a Company of Rogues have ſet upon our 
Servants and the Burial Man's, while others ran away 
with the Corps . 
Vid. How, what can this mean? What can they do 


with it! Well, 'twill ſave the Charge of Interment | 
But to what end ? X 


Enter Truſty, and a Servant bloody and dirty, haling ine 
Clump and Bumpkin. | 


Ser. Pl teach you better Manners I'll poor Soldier 


you—You Dog you, 1 will- Madam, here are two of | 
the Raſcals that were in the Gang of Rogues that car- 
Tied away the Corps 


id. We'll examine em apart—Well, Sirrah, what 


are you? Whence came you? What's your Name? 
Sirrah. lIcClump makes Signs as @ dumb Man. 
Ser. O you Dag, you could ſpeak loud enough juſt 
now, Sirrah, when your Brother Ro | 
Sable——we'l make pour ſpeak, Sitrah=— 


ues mauPa Mr. 


Wids 


— — — ::: * 
— — — — — — 
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Md. Bring the other Fellow hither I ſuppoſe you 
uu own you knew that Man before you ſaw him at my 
oor ? 5 | . 
Clump -. I think I have ſeen the Gentleman's Face. 
[ Bowing to Bumpkin, 
Mid. The Gentleman's ! the Villain mocks me 


But, Friend, you look like an honeſt Man, what are 


you? whence come you? What are you, Friend? 
Bump. Te at preſent but a private Gentleman, but 1 
was lifted to be a Sergeant in my Lord Hardy's Com- 
pany—TP'ſe not atham'd of my Name, nor of my Kop- 
tin | | 
Mid. Leave the Room all. N 
ä [ Exeunt all but Truſty and Tattleaid. 
Mr. Tru/ty—Lord Hardy] O that impious young Man 
thus, with the ſacrilegious Hands of Ruffians to di- 
vert his Father's Aſhes Ham their Urn, and Reft—[ 
ſuſpe® this Fellow [de.] Mr. Truſiy, I mnſt deſire you 
to be ſtill near me— I'll know the Bottom of this, and 
o to Lord Harah's Lodgings as I am, inſtantly— ' Tis 
= the backſide of this Street, 1 think—Let a- Coach 
be call'd—Tattleaid, as ſoon as I am gone - Conduct my 
Brother and his Friends to Lady Sharlot, away with her 
bring Madamoiſelle away to me that ſhe may not be 
a Witneſs— Come, good Mr. Trufty. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Ld. Hardy, leading Harriot ; Campley and Trim, 
Ld. Har. Why then 1 find this Mr, Trim is a perfe& 
General—But I'll aſſure you, Sir, I'll never allow you 
an Hero, who could leave your Miſtreſs behind you ; 
' Jon ſhould haye broke the Houſe down, but you ſhould 


"of 


have brought Madamoi/elle with you, 1 
Trim. No really, Madam, I have ſeen ſuch ſtrange 
Fears come into the Mens Heads, and ſuch ſtrange Re- 
ſolutions into the Womens, upon the Occaſion of Ladies 
following a Camp, that I thought it more diſcreet to 
leave her behind me—my Succeſs will naturally touch 
her as much as if ſhe were here - | | 


L. H. A good intelligent arch Fellow this [afede.] 


1 


But were not you ſaying, my Lord, you believ'd Lady 


Brumpton 
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Brumpton would follow hither——if ſo, pray let me be 
one | 5 
5 Ld. H. No, Madam; I muſt beſeech your Lax 08 
to ſtay, for there are things alledg'd againſt her whic 
yo who have liv'd in the Family, may perhaps, give 
light into, and which I can't believe even ſhe could be 
guilty of. | | 
L. Ha. 7 my Lord, that's generous to a Folly, 
for even for her Uſage of you (without regard to my- 
felf) I am ready to —— ſhe would do any thing that 


can come into the Head of a cloſe, malicious, cruel, 
deſigning Woman. 


E Enter Boy. 
Boy. My Lady Brumpton's below 
L. Ha. I'Il run then | | 
Cam. No, no, fland your Ground; you are a Soldier's 

Wife, Come, we'll rally her to Death — 
L. Ha. Pr'ythee entertain her a little, while I go in 

for a Moment's 'Thought on this Occaſion. [Exit. 

Ld. Har. She has more Wit than us both | 
Cam. Pſhaw, no matter for than Be ſure, as ſoon 
as the Sentence is out of my Mouth to clap in with ſomee 

_— elſe=——and laugh at all I ſay; ÞIl be grateful, 

and burſt-myſelf at my pretty witty Wife——We'll fall 

in flap upon her, ſhe ſnan't have time to ſay a Word 
of the running away. ET 
| Enter Lady Brampton and Truſty. | 

O, my Lady Brumpton, your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient 

Servant, This is my Lady Harriot Campley — 

Why, Madam, your Ladyſhip is immediately in your 

Mourning—Nay, as you have more Wit than any Bo- 

dy, (fo what ſeldom Wits have) you have more Pru- 

dence too—Other Widows have nothing in readineſs 
but a ſecond Huſband but you, I ſee, had your very 

Weeds and dreſs lying by you | 

L. Ha. Ay, Madam; I fee your Ladyſhip is of the 
Queer of Widowhood, for you have put on the Ha- 
it | | 
Wid. I ſee your Ladyſhip is not of the Profeſſion of 
Virginity, for you have loſt the Look on't=—— 
9 —5 D 2 f Cam. 
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Cam. * — in the 1 That _ ſo pretty, 
nay, without Flattery, Lady Harriat, you have a reat 
Ko of Wit, hat 25 ha of * b 

L. Ha. No, my Lady 3 here is the Woman of 
Wit; but indeed ſhe has got but little enough, conſider- 
Ing how much her Ladyſhip has to defend. a! ha! ba! 

Wid. Lam ſorry, Madam, your Ladyſhip has not 
what's ſufficient for your Occaſions, or that this pretty 
Gentleman can't ſupply em 

Campley dancing about and trolling. 
Hey-day! I find, Sir, your Heels are a great Help to 
your Head They relieve your Wit, I ſee; and I 
don't queſtion but ere now they have been as kind to 
your Valour; Ha! ba! a 

Cam. Pox, I can wy yg men 'tis always thus with 
your Endeavours to be witty [9/ide.} I law, Madam, 


your Mouth go, but there could be nothing offer'd in 


anſwer to —— my Lady Harriet ſaid—— — Twas 
home Twas cutting Satire 

L. Ha. Oh, Mr. Campley! But pray, Madam, has 
Mr. Cables viſited your Ladyſhip fince this Calaminy— 
How fiands that Affair now ? 

Mid. Nay, Madam, if you already want Inttructions 
ll acquaiot you how the World ſtands, if you 
— or neu, ve I fear Mr. Compley overhears 
us. 

Cam. And all the Tune the Pipers play'd, was Toll- 
toll-doroll I fwer7, Lady Harriot; were I not already 
yours, I could have a Tender for this Lady. 

Vid. Come, good Folks, I find we are very free with 
each other What makes you two here? Do you board 
my Lord, or he you? Come, come, ten Shillings a 
Head will go a great Way in a Family—— What do 

you ſay, Mrs. Campley, is it ſo? Does your Ladyſhip 
* market yourſelf ? —Nay, you're in the right of 
1. Come — cas you imagine what makes my Lord ſtay ? 
he is not now with his Land Steward not figning 
Leaſes | hope; Ha! ha! ha! 
Cam. Hang her, to bave more | Tongue than a Man 
and his — = Mow 
| ps nter 
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en e Juter ur Hardy. | 
. I'd. H. Becauſe your Ladyſhip is, I know, in very 
much Pain in Company you have injur'd— Pll be 


ſhort—Open thoſe, Doors—there lies your Huſband's, 
my Father's Body - and by you ſtands the Man accuſes 
you of poiſening him ! | 1 
Mid. Of poiſoning him! 5 8 
Tru. The Symptoms will appear upon the Corps. 
Id. H. But Iam ſeized by Nature How ſhall I view 
a breathleſs Lump of Clay Him whoſe high Veins con- 
vey'd to me this vital Force, and Motion. 
I cannot bear that Sight — 
I am as fix'd and motionleſs as he ———— 
| They open the Coffin, out of which jumps Lady Sharlot. 
Art thou the ghaſtly Shape my Mind had form'd! 
Art thou the cold inanimate— Bright Maid ! 
Thou giv'ſt new higher Life to all around. | 
Whither does Fancy, fir'd with Love convey me 
Whither tranſported by my pleaſing Fury! 
'The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy Approach ; 
"Tis Morn, 'tis Spring | 
Daiſies and Lillies ſtro thy low'ry Way. 
Why is my Fair unmov'd—My Heav'nly Fair; 
Does ſhe but ſmile at my exalted Rapture? 
L. Sha. Oh! Senſe of Praiſe to me unfelt before, 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive Ear: 
— — ſweet Applauſe is from an honeſt Tongue. 
Thou lov'ſt my Mind Haſt well Affection plac'd; 
In what, nor Time, nor Age, nor Care, nor Want ean 
alter. : „ 
Oh how I joy in thee — My eternal Lover; 
Immutable as the Object of thy Flame! 
I love, l'm proud, 1 triumph that I love, 
Pure I approach thee—Nor did I with empty Shows, 
Gorgeous Attire, or ſtudied Negligence, 
Or Song, or Dance, or Ball, allure thy Soul; 
Nor want, or Fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it: 
Nor now with fond Reluctance doubt to enter ; 
My ſpacious, bright Abode, this gallant Heart. 
| Cre Fab | Reclines on Hardy, 
8 . 


7 


* 
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L. Ha. Ay marry——theſe are high Doings indeed, 
the Greatneſs of the Occaſion has burft their Paſhon in- 
to Speech —— Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near 
theſe fine Folks, you and I are but mere Sweethearts 
I proteſt — I'll never be won fo; you ſhall begin again 
with me. | | . 1 | 

Cam. Pr'ythee, why doſt name us poor Animals! 
'They have forgot there are any ſuch Creatures as their 
old Acquaintance Tom and Harriot 


* ” 


Ld. H. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us, 
Cam. My Lord, I never- thought to ſee the Minute 
wherein I ſhoutd rejoice at your forgetting me, but 
LOW 1 do heartily. | Embracing. 
L. SH. Harriet. LS 
L. Ha. Sharlot. | Embracirg. hs 3 
Mid. Sir, you're at the Bottom of all this fee 
you're ſkill'd at cloſe Conveyances——I'Il know the 
Meaning inſtantly of theſe 3 *tis not your 
ſeeming Honeſty and Gravity ſhall fave you from your 
Deſerts——My Huſband's Death was ſuaden You and 
the Burial Fellow were obſerv'd very familiar Pio- 
duce my Huſband's Body —or Pl try you for his Mur- 
der; which 1 find you'd put on me, thou hellith En- 
Ine! 1 ee 1 
, Tru. Look you, Madam, I could anſwer you, but I 
ſcorn to reproach People in Miſery———you're undone 


Madam——— 

Wid. What does the Dotard mean ? Prodyce the Bo- 
dy, Villain, or the Law ſhall have thine for it. 
[Trufſty Exit haftily.} Do you defign to let the Villain 
eſcape? How juſtly did your Father judge, that made 
you a Beggar with that Spirit——You mention'd juſt 
now you could not bear the Company of thoſe you'd: 
injur'd. 5 8 e 

La- H. You are a Woman, Madam, and my Father's 
Widow——But ſure you think you;ve highly injur'd 
me. F "6 ; | | 5 
F: bs [ Here my Lord and Truſty ha'f enter and ober ve. 
.  Wid. No, Sir, I bave not, will not injure youre 

3. maſt obey the Will of my Deceas'd Lord to a ow 
SEE 7 : 7 d ©, 
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tle—I muſt juſtly pay Legacies. Your Father, in con- 
ſideration that you were his Blood, would not whol! 
alienate you —He left you,, Sir, this Shilling, nb 
which Eſtate you now are Earl of Brumpton- tt 
Ld. H. Inſolent Womap—lt was not me my good 
Father diſinherited, twas him you repreſented. ' The 
Guilt was thine, he did an AQ of Juſtice. 3 
Lord Brumpton entering with Truſty. 
Id. B. Oh unparallell'd Goodneſs! _ | 
Tattleaid and Madamoiſelle at the other Door entering. 
Fl Tru. Oh Tatitlhaid-——His and our Hour is come. 
4 uh What do I ſee, my Lord, my Maſter, Huſband: 
Z | 
Ld. B. [Turning from ber, running to bis Sen.] Oh my | 
Bo „ MY Son —— Mr . Campley-—S har hot — Harriot [ 4/1 | | 
huetling to him.] O my Children — Oh, ah ! theſe Paſſi- 1 
ons are too ſtrong for my old Frame h, the ſweet 4 
Torture, my Son, my Son! I ſhall expire in the too | 
mighty Pleaſure! my Boy! | | 
= . Ld. H. A Son, an Heir! a Bridegroom in one Hour! 
Oh! grant me Heaven, grant me Moderation! 
id. A Son, an Heir l Am I neglected then? 
What ? can my Lord revive, yet dead to me ? 
Only to me deceas'd to me alone. 
Deaf to my Sighs, and ſenſeleſs to my Moan ? 
Ld. B. Tis ſo long ſince I have ſeen Plays, good 
Madam, that I know not whence thou doſt repeat, nor 
can I anſanmn ðͤ | | ; 
Mid. Youcan remember tho? a certain Settlement, in 
which Iam thy Son and Heir great Noble, that I ſup." 
= K poſe not taken from a Play, that's as irrevocable as 
Law can make it, that if you ſcorn me your Death 
and Life are equal r I'll fill wear my Mourning 
*cabie yoy're living. 17 : 
Tru. Value her not, my Lord, a prior Obligation 
made you incapable of ſettling on her your Wife. 
- Ld. B, Thy Kindneſs, Trufty, does diſtract thee—Þ 
would indeed diſengage my ſelf by any honeſt Means, 
bur, alas, I know no prior Gift that avoids this to her 
h my Child! i | 


4 Tru * 
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- Tru. Look you, Madam, I'll come again :famediate-* 
lIy—Be not troubled, my dear Lords [ Exit. 
Cam. 7. rufty looks very confident, there is ſome good ; 


in that. 


ERNe. enter Truſty avith Cabinet. | 
Cab. What my Lord Brumpton living? nay then— 
Tru. Hold, Sir, you muſt not ſtir, nor can you, Sir, 

retract this for your Hand-writing— My: Lord, this 

Gentleman, ſince your ſuppos'd Death, has lurk'd about 

the Houſe to ſpeak with my Lady, or Tattleaid, who 


upon your Deceaſe have thunn'd him, in hopes, I ſup- 


poſe, to buy him off for ever Now as he was 
prying about, he peep'd into your Cloſet—— where he 
ſaw your Lordſhip reading—ftruck with Horror, and 
believing himſelf (as well he might) the Diſturber of 
our Ghoſt for Alienation of your Fortune from your 
Family——he writ me this Letter, wherein he acknow- 
ledges a private Marriage with thas Lady, half a Year 
before you ever ſaw her. 
Al. How! Ys turn upon her diſdainfully — 
Vid. No more a Widow then, but ſtill a Wife. 
[ Recovering ſrom ber Confuſion, 


I am thy Wife—thou Author of my Evil. 


Thou muſt partake with me an homely Board, 


An homely Board that never ſhall be chearful; 


But ev'ry Meal embitter'd with Upbraidings. 
Thou that could'ſt tell me, Good and Ill were Words, 


When thou could'ft baſely let me to another, 


Yet could'ſt fee Sprights, great Unbeliev er! 
Coward ! bugg-bear'd Penitent 
Stranger henceforth to all my Joys, my Joys. | 
To thy Diſhonour ; deſpicable Thing, 
Diſhonour thee ? Thou voluntary Cuckold. 


[Cabinet freaks of: Widow flings after him, Tattle- 


aid eing. 
e B. I ſee you're all confus'd as well as [Ye 
Children I hold you all fo. And for your 


N ſe will ſpeak plainly to you, I cannot hate that 
Woman: Nor ſhall ſhe. ever want. Tho” I ſcorn to 


bear her Injuries - — yet had I ne'er been rous'd 
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from that low Paſſion to a worthleſs Creature but 
by diſdain of her Attempt on my Friend*s Child. I am 
glad that Scorn's confirm'd by her being that Fellow's 
hom for my own Sake I only will con- 
temn. Thee, Tra//y, how ſhall we proſecute with equal 


Praiſe and Thanks for this great Revolution in our 


Houſe. T 
Tru, Never to ſpeak on't more, my Lord. 
-Ld. B. You are now, Gentleman, going into Cares 
at 2 Crifis in your Country, | | a 
And on this great Occaſion Tom Pl mount 
Old Campley which thy Father gave me, 
And attend thee a chearful gay old Man, 
Into the Field to repreſent our Country. 
My rough Plebe:an Britons, not ye Slaves 
To France, ſhall mount thy Father's Son 
Upon their Shoulders. Echo lord their Joy 
While I and Trafty follow weeping after; 
But be thou hone.:i, firm, impartial, | 
Let neither Love, nor Hate, nor Faction move thee, 
Diftinguiſh Words from Things, and Men from Crimes; 
PunQual be thou in Payments, not baſely - | 
Screen thy Paults gainſt Law, behind the 
Law thou makeſ .:! | 
But thou againſt my Death, muſt learn a ſupereroga« 
tory — 0 | I Lord Hardy. 
As he is to be juſt, be generous thou: 
Nor let thy reaſovable Soul be ſtruck 
With Sounds and Appellations, Title is 
No more, if not ſignificant | 
Of ſomething that's Superior in thyſelf 
To other Men, of which thou may'ſt be 
Conſcious, yet not proud But if you ſwerve 
From higher Virtue than the Crowd poſſeſs, 
Know they that call thee Honourable mock thee. 
You are to be a Peer, by Birth a Judge 
Upon your Honour of qthers Lives and Fortunes; 
Becauſe that Honour's dearer than your own. 
Be good, my Son, and be a worthy Lord: 
For when our ſhining Virtues bleſs Mankind, 


We 
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Me diſappoint the livid Malecontents. 
Who long to call our noble Order uſeleſs. 
Our AlPs in Danger, Sir, nor ſhall you dally 
' Your Youth away with your fine Wives. 8 
No, in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall meet Death, 
While feeble we with Minds reſign'd do wait it, . 
Not but I intend your Nuptials as ſoon as poſſible, to 
draw Intails and Settlements. How neceſſary ſuch 
Things are, I had like to have been a fatal Inſtance. 
*Cam. But, my Lord, here are a Couple that need not 
wait ſuch Ceremonies. Pleaſe but to fit: You've been 
extremely mov'd, and mult be tir'd. Vou ſay we muſt 
not ſpend our Time in Dalliance; you'll ſee, my Lord, 
the Entertainment reminds us alſo of nobler Things, 
and what I deſigned for my own Wedding, I'll compli- 
ment the General with. The Bride dances finelß/. 
Trim, will you dance.with her ? A 
Trim. I would but I can't—There's a Countryman 
of her's without by Accident. af; 
Cam. Ay, but is he a Dancer? 3 9 85 
- Trim. Is a Frenchman a Dancer? Is a Welfman a 
Gentleman? Ill bring him in—— 1 
[Here a Dance and the following Songs. 


Set ; by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 
Sung by Femmie Bowin. 


O* yonder Bed ſupinely laid, 
Behold thy low'd enpecting Maid : 
In Tremor, Bluſbes, half in Tears, 
Much, much fhe wiſhes, more ſhe fears. 
Tale, take her to thy faithful Arms, 
Hymen beftowvs thee all her Charms. 
| II. 
Head n to thee bequeaths the Fair, 
To raiſe thy Foy, and lull thy Care; 
Head n made Grief, if mutual, ceaſe, 
But Toy divided, to increaſe : | 
To mourn with her exceeds Delight, 
Darkne/s with her, the Toys of Light. 


Sung | 
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; Sung by Mr. Pate. 


STE ; | 
Riſe, ariſe, great Dead for Arms rendwn'd, 
Riſe from your Urns, and ſave your dying Story, 
Your Deeds will be in dark Oblivion drown'd, 
For Mighty William /e:zes all your Glory. 
II 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds ; _ 
Again Britannia bleeds ; HE 
To glorious Death, or comely Wounds, 
Her Godlike Monarch leads. 
ES. . 
Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you oaue, 
Celeftial Minds from Clay untie, 
Let coward Spirits davell beloau, 
And only give the Brave to die. 


L. B. Now, Gentlemen, let the Miſeries which I 
have but miraculouſly eſcap'd, admoniſh you to have al- 
ways Inclinations proper for the Stage of Life you're 
in. Don't follow Love when Nature ſeeks but Eaſe :; 
Otherwiſe you'll fall into a Lethargy of your Diſhonour, 
when warm Purſuits of Glory are over with you ; for. 
Fame and Reſt are utter Oppoſites, | | 


You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion with your Blood ſubſide. 
And no untim'd Ambition, Love, or Rage 
Employ the Moments of declining Age; 

Elſe Boys will in your Preſence loſe their Fear, 
And laugh at the Grey-head they ſhould revere. 


EPI 


reid E, 
E Spoken by Lord Hardy. 


7 OE, Hope and Fear, Defive, Averfion, Rage, 
All that can move the Soul, or can aſſuage, 
| Are drawn in Miniatare of Life, the Stage. 
Here you can View your Selves, anil here is ſhown, © 
 Totwwhat youre Borut in 7 4 not your o 
The Stage to Wiſtom's no arg Way, Ts. 
Athens herſelf trarr'd Virtue at a Plly, + + 
Our en me 10 Night a Soldier drew, 
But faintly writ, what warmly you purſue © . 
To his great Purpoſe, had be — ö , 
He'd not aim to pleuſt only, but inſpire ; 5 
He'd fing what hovering Fate attends oar Ife, 
And from baſe Pleaſure rouſe to glorious Toi]: : 
Fu'l Time the Earth a arw Deciſion brings, ' © + 
While William gives the Roman Eayle wvings * 
With Arts, and Arms fhall Britain tamely end, 
Which naked Picts /o bravely could defend f? 
The painted Heroes on th' Invaders preſs, 
| ; ng 2 Wounds re. to their Dreſ :?: 5 
1. yoanger Years ce ve been with Congue bleft, a 
| —— Paris has the Britiſh Yoke confeſs d 2 P Ev 
I then in England, in he England, Ju, 
Her King, are nam d from a revohed Thronr? 105 
ut a nn n Examples nerd, N 25 
In Imitation of your/ekves proceed; ; \ . : 
*Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure, - 
Be all your Actions worthy of Namur: 
With gentle Fires your Gallantry improve, 
Courage is Brutal, if untouch'd with Love: © Y 
I, ſoon our utmoſt Bravery's not diſplay d], | 8 
Think that bright Cirele "muſt be Captives. Male 3 : 
| Let Thoughts of ſaving them our Toils bepuile, 
And they reward our Labours qwitb a Smile, LY 
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Mr. AD DIS ON. 


3 | | 
. eee BY OU will be furpriz'd, in the midſt 


4 v { of a daily and familiar Converſa- 


tion, with an Addreſs which bears 
. ſo diſtant an Air as a publick De- 
dication : But to put You out of the Pain 
which I know this will give You, I aſſure 
You I do not defign in it, what would be 
very needleſs, a Panegyrick on Your Self, or 
what, perhaps, is very neceſſary, a Defence of 

: A 3 the 


ET DEDICATION. 


the Play. In the one I ſhould diſcow# too 
=. much the Concern of an Author, in the other 
too little the Freedom of a Friend, | | 


My Purpoſe, in this Application, is only 
to ſhow the Eſteem I have for You, and 
that I look upon my Intimacy with You, as 
one of the moſt valuable Enjoyments of my 

» Life. At the ſame Time I hope I make the 
3 Town no ill Compliment for their kind Ac- 
Ii ceptance of this Comedy, in acknowledging that 
it has ſo far rais'd my Opinion of it, as to 
make me think it no improper Memorial of an 
| inviolable F riendſhip. 


— 


I ſhould not offer it to You as ſuch, had I 

not been very careful to avoid every thing that 

- might look III-natur'd, Immoral, or Prejudioial 

to what the Better Part of Mankind hold Sa- 
cred and Honourable; 


% as 


Poetry, under ſuch Reſtraints, is an oblig- 
ing Service to Human Society; eſpeciaily when 
it is us'd, like Your Admirable Vein, to recom- 
mend more uſeful Qualities in Your Self, or im- 
mortalize Characters truly Heroick in others, 

| 1am, 


D E DICAT IO N. vi 


1 am, here, in Danger of breaking my Pro- 


mile to You, therefore ſhall take the only 
Opportunity that can offer itſelf of reſiſting my 
own Inclinations, by complying with Yours, 


I am, 
111, 
Your me/t Faillful 
Humble Servant, 
RICHARD STEELE; 


A4 PRO- 
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FROLOGU E, 
Written by Mr. AppISOx. 
Spoken by Mr. WIL Ekæõ. 


FN the firſt Riſe and Infancy of Farce, 
When Fools avere many, and when Plays avere fearcty 

T he raw, unpractisd Authors could, with Eaſe, 
A young and unexperienc'd Audience pleaſe : 
No /ingle Character had &er been ſhown, 
But the whole Herd of Fops was all their own ;; 
Rich in Qriginals, they ſet to View, 
In eu ry Piece, a Coxcomb that was new. 


But now our Britiſh Theatre can boa/? 
Drolls of all Kinds, a vaſt unthinking Hoſt ! 
Fruitful of Folly and of Vice, it ſhows 
Cuckolas, and Cits, and Bawds, and Pimps, and Beaux; 
Rough Country Knights are found of every Shire, 

Of ev'ry Faſhicn gentle Fops appear; 

And Punks of different Characters we meet, 

As frequent on the Stage as in the Pit 

Our modern Wits are forc'd to pick dud cull, . 
And here and there, by Chance, glean up a Fool : 
Long ere they find the neceſſary Spark, 

T hey ſearch the Town, and beat about the Park . 
To all his moſt frequented Haunts reſort, 
t dog him to the Ring, and oft to Court; 

As Love of Pleaſure, or of Place invites: 

And ſometimes catch him taking Snuff at White's, 


of 2 * * N 

8 F n LY 2 * 0 5 . Zar 4 , 8 2 N wo. 

, 2 a BS, * oe N PLE = n n * — * . * Dy 5 — 

n * 4 r 2 a Wy OD RIS 2 8 
8 n LN 0 3 1 T OE I % * or 3 
n M en * e Na A Re F 2s y 
yl 4 5 FP MD ore ts ETD . 2 P r 3 4 r 1 : _ 23 5 
2 r * 3 oy Y 3 75 5 M0 7 y R > TE 0 RE HITS by S KW FR 8 999 R 5 "IRA, ” 
WO. A ne Ge AR ein ; Nena nog dog 8983 * * 
: 2 5 


— 


Hecavt er, 


eee * 3 


* 3 A 
358 8 
1 - 
NT CL Po POS RN e 
CP 
Z 


„N 
r 


% P It 
by I Y 8 SAKS R 
55 . 
een oi og . 2 
* 3 e . 


Hove er, to do you Right, the preſent Age 
Breeds very hopeful Monſters fur the Stage, 
That ſcorn the Paths their dull Forefathers trod, 
And won't be Blockheads in the common Road. 
Do but furvey this crowded Houſe to Night : 
— Here's ſtill Encouragement for thoſe that writes. 


Our Author, to divert his Friends to Day, 
Stocks with Variety of Fools his Play; 
And, that there may be ſomething gay, and news, 
Tao Ladies Errant has expo d to View : 
The firſt a Damſel, travei d in Romance; 
The other more reſin d; ſhe comes from France: 
Reſcue, like courteous Knights, the Nymph from Danger ;. 
And kindly treat, like well-bred Men, the Stranger.. 
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8 | I. | 
CEE Britons, ſee with awful Eyes, 


Britannia from Ber Seas ariſe] 
Ten T houſand Billows round me rear, 
While Winds and Waves engage, 

* That break in Froth upon my Shore, 
And impotently rage. 1 
Such avere the Terrors, ewhich of late | 1 

Surrounded my aſflicked State; . 1 
United Fury thus was bent Is T4 
On my devoted Seats, . 45 I 
Till all the mighty Force was ſpent = 
In feeble Sells, and empty Threats, 6 


| II. 
But now with riſing Glory .crown'd, 
My Joys run high, they 2 no Bound; 
Ti des of unruly Pleaſure * | 
Through eu ry favelling Vein, 
New Rafptures in my Beſom glow, | 
And warm me up to Youth again, | F 
TY Paſjing Pomps my Streets adorn ; | i 
| Captive Spoils in Triumph born, * 
Standards of Gauls, in Fight ſubdu' d, 
Colours in hoſtile Blood embru'd, 
Enfigns of Tyrannic Might, 
Foes to Equity and Right, 
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In Courts of Britiſh Juſtice wave on bigh, 
Sacred to Law and Liberty. © 
My crowded T heatres repeat, 
Ta Songs of Triumph, the Defeat. 
Did ever joyful Mother ſee 
So bright, /o brave a Progeny ! 
Daughters with ſo much Beauty crown d, 
Or Sons for Valour fo renown'd ! 
III. 
But oh I gage, and ſeek in vain 
To find amidſi this wwarlike Train 
My abſent” Sons, that us'd to grace 
With decent Pride this joyous Place: 
Unhappy Youths ! how do my Sorrows riſes 
Swell my Breaſt and melt my Eyes, 
While I your mighty Loſs deplore ? 
Wild, and raging with Diſtreſs | 
L mourn, I mourn my own Succeſs,. 
And boaſt my Vietories no more. 
Unhappy Touths ! far from their native Sky,, 
On Danube's Banks interr*d they lie. 
Germania, give me back my Slain, 
ee me my ſlaughter d Sons again. 
"as it for this they rang' d ſo far, 
- 75 free thee from oppreſſive War l. 
| Germania, &Cc. 
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IV. 

T ears of Sorrow while Ihe 
O'er the Manes of my Dead, 
Laſting Altars let me rai/e d 

F To my living Heroes Praiſe ; 
'F Heawen give them a longer Stay, 


1 
4 As glorious Actions to diſplay, 
2 Or periſh on ai great a Day. 
| 
F AS Dramatis- 
x | 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


N. 
Sir Harry Gubbin, Mr. Bulloch. 
Humphry Gubbin, Mr. Penkethman, 
Mr. Tiphin, © | Mr. Norris. 
Clerimont, Sn. Mr. Mills. - | 
Capt. Clerimont, "_ Mr. Wilks. | 
Mr. Ponnce, Mr. Eſcourt. 
WOM E N. 
Mrs Clerimont, 1 Mrs. Croſs. 
Aunt, „ 
_— Ne, - *© Mrs. Oldfield. 
dini, Mrs. Kent. 
Jen, Maid to Mrs, Clerimont, Mrs, Sapsford. | 
| 4 FA. 78 | | EE” ; 
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TENDER HUSBAND; 


OR, THE 


AccoMPLIsH'D  FooLs 


ACTI SCENTE 
Enter Clerimont, Sen. and Fainlove. 


CLERIMON T, Sen. 


A uf ELL, Mr. Fainlowe, how do you go on in 
$ your Amour with my Wife? 


3 W * Fain. I am my civil and very diſtant; 
if ſhe ſmiles or ſpeaks, I bow and gaze 


vo 

MG at her —— Then throw down my Eyes, 
as if oppreſs'd by fear of Offence, then 

ſteal a Look again *till ſhe again ſees me —— This is 
my general Method. | 
Cler. Sen. And 'tis right — For ſuch a fine Lady has 
n Guard to her Virtue, but ber Pride; therefore you 
muſt 


14 . The TEN DER HUS BAND: Ox, 


muſt conſtantly apply yourſelf to that: But, dear Lucy, 
as you have been a very faithful, but a very coſtly ' 
Wench to me, ſo my Spouſe alſo has been conſtant to 
my Bed, but careleſs of my Fortune. EE: 

Fain. Ah! my Dear, how could you leave your poor 
Lucy, and run into France to ſee Sights, and ſhow 
your Gallantry with a Wife? Was not that unna« 
tural ? | | 
Cler. Sen. She brought me a noble Fortune, and I 
thought ſhe had a right to ſhare it: Therefore carried 
her to ſee the World, forſooth, and make the Tour 
of France and Italy, where ſhe learn'd to loſe her Mo- 
ney gracefully, to admire every Vanity in our Sex, and 
contemn every Virtue in her own, which, with ten 
thouſand other Perfections, are the ordinary Improve- 
ments of a travel'd Lady. Now I can neither mortify 
her Vanity that I may live at Eaſe with her, or quite 
_ diſcard her, tiil I have catch'd her a little enlarging her 
innocent Freedoms, as ſhe calls 'em: For this End I am 
content to be a French Huſband, tho' now and then. 
with the ſecret Pangs of an Italian one; and therefore, 
Sir, or Madam, you are thus equipp'd to attend and ac- 
coſt her Ladyſhip: It concerns you to be diligent: If 
we wholly part — I need ſay no more: If we do not 
— [11 ſee thee well provided for, 

Fain. I'll do all I can, I warrant you, but you are 
not to expect I'll go much among the Men. 

Cler. Sen. No, no, you muſt not go near Men, you 
are only (when my Wife goes to a Play) to fit in a Side 
Box with pretty Fellows — I don't deſign you to per- 
ſonate a real Man, you are only to be a pietty 
Gentleman — Not to be of any Uſe or Conſe— 
quence 1n the World, as to yourſelf, but merely as a 
Property to others; ſuch as you ſee now and then have 
'a Life in the Intail of a great Eſtate, that ſeem to have 
come into the World only to be Tags in the Pedigree 
of a wealthy Houſe — You muſt have ſcen many of 
that Species... T0097 Z 

| | Fair, 
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thing you aſk'd 


the AccoMPLISH'D FOoOLS. 13 
Fain. I apprehend you, ſuch as ſtand in Aſſemblies, 
with an indolent Softneſs and Contempt of all around 


em; who make a Figure in publick, and are ſcorn'd in 


private; I have ſeen ſuch 2 one with a Pocket Glaſs to 
ſee his own Face, and an affected Perſpective to know 


others. | [ Imitateès each. 
Cler. Sen. Aye, aye, that's my Man — Thou dear 
Rogue. 


Fain, Let me alone Pl lay my Life I'lI 
horn you, that is, I'll make it appear I might if I 
could. : | | 

Cler. Sen. Aye, that will pleaſe me quite as well. 

Fain, To ſhew you the Progreſs I have made, I laſt 
Night won of her Five Hundred Pounds, which I have 
brought you ſafe. | [ Giwing him Bills. 

Chr. Sen. Oh the damn'd Vice! That Women can 
imagine all Houſhold Care, Regard to Poſterity, 
and Fear of Poverty, muſt be ſacrificed to a Game at 
Cards Suppoſe ſhe had not had'it to pay, and you 
had been capable of finding your Account another. 


Way — 


Fain. That's but a Suppoſe | 
Cler. Sen. I ſay, ſhe muſt have comply'd with every 


Fain. But ſhe knows you never limit hes Expences —- 
I'll gain him from her for ever if I can 


17 15 ; | [ Aide. 
Cler. Sen. With this you have repaid me . Two 


Thouſand Pounds, and if you did not refund thus ho- 
neſtly, I could not have ſupply'd her We mult have 
parted. | 6 

Fain, Then you ſhall part—if t'other way fails. 
[4/ide ] However, I can't blame your Fondneſs 
of her, ſhe has ſo many entertaining Qualities with 
her Vanity — Then ſhe has ſuch a pretty unthinking 
Air, while ſhe ſaunters round a Room, aud prattles 
Sentences — 3 | 1 SHA 

Cler. Sen. That was her Turn from her Iafancyß; 


the always had a great Genius for knowing every 


thing, 
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thing, but what it was neceſſary ſhe ſhould — The 
* Wits of the Age, the great Beauties, and ſhort-liv'd 
People of Vogue, were always her Diſcourſe and Imi- 
tation — Thus the Caſe ftood when ſhe went to France; 
but her fine Follies improv'd ſo daily, that tho' I 
was then proud of her being call'd Mr. Clerimont's 
Wife, I am now as much out of Countenance to hear 
| myſelf call'd Mrs. Clerimont's Huſband, ſo much is the 

Superiority of her Side. | 
ain. T am ſure if ever I gave myſelf a little Liberty, 
I never found you ſo indulgent. 8 
Cler. Sen. I ſhould have the whole Sex on my 
Back, ſhould I pretend to retrench a Lady ſo well vi- 
fited as mine is — Therefore I muſt bring it about 
that it ſhall appear her own Act, if ſhe reforms ; or elſe 
IT ſhall be pronounc'd jealous, and have my Eyes pull'd 
out for being open — But I hear my Brother Jack 
coming, who, I hope, has brought yours with him=— 
Hiſt, not a Word. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 


Chr. I have found him out at laſt, Brother, and 
brought you the obſequious Mr. Pounce ; I ſaw him at 
Aa Diſtance in a Crowd, whiſpering in their Turns with 
all about him -— He is a Gentleman ſo receiv'd, ſo 
courted, and ſo truſted — 

Pounce. I am very glad if you faw any thing like that, 
if the Approbation of others can recommend me (where 
I much more deſire it) to this Company — 1 
Cler. Oh, the civil Perſon — But, dear Pounce, 
you know I am your profeſs'd Admirer; I al- 
ways celebrated you for your excellent Skill and Ad- 
dreſs, for that happy Knowledge of the World, which. 
makes you ſeem born for living with the Perſons you 
are with, wherever you come Now my Brother 
and I want your Help in a Buſineſs that requires a 
little more Dexterity than we ourſelves are Maſters 
of. | 


Pounces 
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Pounce. You know, Sir, my Character is helping the 
Diſtreſs'd, which I do freely, and without Reſerve 
while others are for diſtinguiſhing rigidly on the Juſ- 
tice of the Occaſion, and fo loſe the Grace of the Be- 
nefit Now 'tis my Profeſſion to aſſiſt a free-hearted 
young Fellow againſt an unnatoral long-liv'd Father — 
to diſencumber Men of Pleaſure of the Vexation of 
unwieldy Eſtates, to ſupport a feeble Title to an Inhe- 
ritance, to b 

Cler. Sen. I have been well acquainted. with your 
Merits ever ſince I ſaw you, with ſo much Compal- 
ſion, ' prompt a ſtammering Witneſs in Weftminfter-hall 
—— that wanted Inſtruction — I love a Man that 
can venture his Ears with ſo much Bravery for his 
Friend 

Pounce. Dear Sir, ſpare my Modeſty, and let me know 
to what all this Panegyric tends. 

Cle. Sen. Why, Sir, what I would ſay is in Behalf 
of my Brother the Captain here, whoſe Misfortune it is 
that I was born before him. 

Pounce. J am confident he had rather you ſhould have 
been ſo, than any other Man in Englaud. 

Cler. You do me Juſtice, Mr. Pounce — But, though 
'tis to that Gentleman, I am ftill a younger Brother, 
and you know we that are fo, are generally condemn'd 
to Shops, Colleges, or Inns of Court. 

Pounce. But you, Sir, have eſcap'd 'em; you have 
been trading in the noble Mart of Glory —— 

Cler. That's true — But the General makes ſuch 
Haſte to finiſh the War, that we Red Coats may be ſoon 
out of Faſhion — and then I am a Fellow of the mot 
eaſy, indolent Diſpoſition in the World; I hate all 
Manner of Buſineſs. f 

Pounce. A compos'd Temper, indeed !. 

Cler. In ſuch a Caſe, I ſhould have no Way of Live- 
lihood, but calling over this Gentleman's Dogs in the 
Country, drinking his ſtale Beer to the Neighbourhood, 
or marrying a Fortune. | ; | 


. 


Cher, 


— 
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Cler. Sen. To be ſhort, Pounce — I am putting 
Jack upon Marriage; and you are fo public an Envoy,. 
or rather Plenipotentiary, from the very different Na- 
tions of Cheap/ide, Covent-Garden, and St. Jamess; 
you have, too, the Mien and Language of each Place ſo 
naturally, that you are the propereſt Inſtrument I know 
in the World, to help an honeſt young Fellow to Favour. 
in one of *em, by Credit in the other. 5 

Pounce. By what I underſtand of your many Prefaces, 
Gentlemen, the Purpoſe of all this is That it 
would not, in the leaſt, diſcompoſe this Gentleman's 
eaſy, indolent Diſpoſition, to fall into Twenty Thouſand 
Pounds, tho' ic came upon him never ſo ſuddenly, _ 
|. Cler, You are a very diſcerning Man —— How could 
you ſee ſo far through me, as to know I love a fine Wo- 

man, pretty Equipage, good Company, and a clean 
Habitation ? g | 

Pounce. Well, though IT am fo much a Conjurer — 
What then ? | - 

Cler. Sen. You know a certain Perſon, into whoſe 
Hands you now and then recommend a young Heir, to 
be reliev'd from the Vexation of Tenants, Taxes, and 
ſo fort my 

Pownce. What! my worthy Friend, and City-Patron,. 
Hezekiah Tipkin, Banker, in Lombardeſtreet; would the 
Noble Captain lay any Sums in his Hands? | 

Cler. No — But the noble Captain would have Trea- 
ſare out of his Hands — You know his Niece, 

Pounce, To my Knowledge, Ten Thouſand Pounds in 
Money. 11 i 

Cler. Such a Stature! ſuch a blooming Countenance! 
ſo eaſy a Shape! | 5 
Piounce. In Jewels of her Grandmother's Five Thou- 
fand —— 

Cler. Her Wit ſo lively, her Mien fo alluring ! 

Pounce. In Land a Thouſand a Year. 5 

Cler. Her Lips have that certain Prominence, that 
ſwelling Softneſs, that they invite to a Preſſure; her 
Eyes that languiſh, that they give Pain, though 2 

| 0 
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only inclin'd to Reſt — Her whole Perſon that one 
Charm | | 
Pounce. -Raptures ! Raptures ! f 
Cler. How can it, fo inſenſibly to itſelf, lead us 
through Cares it knows not, through ſuch a Wilderneſs 
of Hopes, Fears, Joys, Sorrows, Deſires, Deſpairs, Ec- 
ſtacies, and Torments, with ſo ſweet, yet ſo anxious Vi- 
ciſſitude! . | | 
Pounce, Why I thought you had never ſeen her — 
 Cler. No more I ha'n't. | | 
\ Pounce, Who told you, then, of her inviting Lips, 
her ſoft Neepy Eyes; 
Cler. You yourſelf = _ 1 
Peaunce. Sute you rave; I never ſpoke of her afore to 
'OU, RL + 36 | 
7 Chr, Why, you won't face me down — Did you not 
Juſt now ſay, ſhe had Ten Thouſand Pounds in Money, 
Five in Jewels, and a Thouſand a Year ? | 
Pounce. I confeſs my own Stupidity, and her Charms 
— Why, if you were to meet, you would certainly 
pleaſe her; you have the Cant of Loving ; but, pray, 
may we be free — That young Gentleman — ; 
Cler. A very honeſt, modeſt Gentleman of my Ac- 
quaintance; one that has much more in him than he 
appears to have ; you ſhall know him better, Sir; this 
is Mr. Pounce, Mr. Pounce, this is Mr. Fainlowve; I 
muſt deſire you to let him be known to you, and your 
Friends. 3 4 "IS. 
Pounce. I ſhall be proud — Well, then, fince we may 
be free, you muſt underſtand, the young Lady, by being 
kept from the World, has made a World of her own — 
She has ſpent all her Solitude in reading Romances 
her Head 1s full of Shepherds, Knights, flowery Meads, 
Groves, and Streams; fo that if you talk like a Man 
of this World to her, you do nothing. 
Cler. Oh, let me alone — I have been a great Travel- 
ler in Fairy Land myſelf; I know Oroondates, Caſſandra; 
Area and Clelia are my intimate Acquaintance. | 


Gog 
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Go, my Heart's Enwoys, tender Sighs make haſte, 
And with your Breath favell the ſoft Zephyr's Blat; 
T hen near that Fair One, if you chance to fly, 

Tell her, in Whiſpers, tis for her I die. 


Pounce. That would do, that would do — her very 


Language, _. 
Chr. Sen. Why then, dear Pounce, I know thou art 
the only Man living that can ſerve him. 

Pounce. Gentlemen, you muſt pardon me, I am ſo- 
hciting the Marriage Settlement between her and a 
Country-Booby, her Couſin, Humphry Gubbin, Sir Har- 
| i Heir, who is come to Town to take Poſſeſſion of 

„ | 
Cher. Sen. Well, all that I can ſay to the Matter is, 
that a Thouſand Pounds on the Day of Jack's Marriage 
— * is more than you'll get by the Diſpatch of thoſe 
eds. 
Peunce. Why, a Thouſand Pounds is a pretty 2 
er when dis to take a Lady fair out of the Hands 
an obſtinate ill-bred Clown, to give her to a gentle 

Swain, a dying enamour'd Knight, | 

Cler. Sen. Ay, dear Pounce— conſider but that — the 

Juſtice of the Tiing. | | 

Pounce. Beſides, he is juſt come from the glorious 

Blenheim ! Look ye, Captain, I hope you have learn'd 
an implicit Obedience to your Leaders. | 

Cler. Tis all I know. Ty 5 

Pounce. Then, if I am to command — make no one 

Step without me — And ſince we may be free - I am 
alſo to acquaint you, there will be more Merit in bring- 
ing this Matter to bear than you imagine — Yet right 
Meaſures make all things poſſible. | 

Cler. We'll follow yours exactly. . | 
Pounce. But the great Matter againſt us is Want of 

Time, for the Nymph's Uncle, and *Squire's Father, 
this Morning met, and made an End of the _— 
* at. 
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But the Difficulty of a thing, Captain, ſhall be no Rea- 
ſon againſt attempting it. | : 

Cler. I have ſo great an Opinion of your Conduct, 
that I warrant you we conquer all. 

Pounce. I am fo intimately employ'd by old T7p4:n, 
and ſo neceſſary to him— that I may, perhaps, puzzle 
things yet. : 

Cher. Sen. I have ſeen thee cajole the Knave very 
dextrouſly. | 
Pounce., Why, really, Sir, generally ſpeaking, tis 
but knowing what a Man thinks of himſelf, and giving 
him that, to make him what elſe you pleaſe — Now 
Tiphin is an abſolute Lombardiſirtet Wit, a Fellow 
that drolls on the Strength of Fifty Thouſand Pounds : 
He is call'd on Change, Sly-Boots, and by the Force of 
a very good Credit, and very bad Conſcience, he is a 
leading Perſon : But we muſt be quick, or he'll ſneer 
old Sir Harry out of his Senſes, and ſtrike up the Sale of 
his Niece immediately. 5 

Cler. But my Rival, what's he | 

 Pounce, There's ſome Hopes there, for I hear the 
Booby is as averſe, as his Father is inclin'd to it One 
is as obſtinate, as the other cruel, _ 

Cler. Sen. He is, they ſay, a pert Blockhead, and very 
lively out of his Father's Sight. Fo. 

Peunce, He that gave me his Character, call'd him a 
docile Dunce, a Fellow rather abſurd, than a dire& 
Fool—When his Father's abſent, he'll purſue any thing 
he's put upon — But we muſt not loſe Time — Pray be 
you two Brothers at Home to wait for any Notice from 
me — While that pretty Gentleman and I, whoſe Face 
T have known, take a walk and look about for em 
So, ſo — Young Lady | 4/ide to Fainlove.] 

| [ Exeunt, 


Enter bir Harry Gubbin and Tipkin. 
Sir Har. Look ye, Brother Tip4in, as I told you be- 


fore, my Buſineſs in 'Town is to diſpoſe of an Hundred 
Head of Cattle, and my Son. . 


777. 
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Jip. Brother Gubbin, as I fignified to you in my 
laſt, bearing Date September 13th, my Niece has a 
Thouſand Pounds per Annum, and becauſe I have found 
you a plain-dealing Man (particularly in the eaſy Pad 
you put into my Hands laſt Summer) I was. willing 


you ſhould have the Refuſal of my Niece, provided 


that I have a. Diſcharge from all Retroſpe&s while 


her Guardian, and One Thouſand Pounds for my 


Care. 9 

Sir Har. Aye, but Brother, you rate her too high, the 
War has fecch'd down the Price of Women: The whole 
Nation is over-run with Petticoats; our Daughters lie 


upon our Hands, Brother Tin Girls are Drugs, Sir, 


mere Drugs. | 
7ip. Look ye, Sir Harry — Let Girls be what they 
will - a Thouſand Pounds a Year, is a Thouſand Pounds 


a Year; and a Thouſand Pounds a Year is neither Girl 
nor Boy. | : 


Sir Har. Look ye, Mr. Tiphin, the main Article with 
me is, that Foundation of Wives Rebellion, and Huſ- 
bands Cuckoldom, that curſed Pin-Money — F ive Hun- 


dred Pounds per Annum Pin-Money. 


Tip. The Word Pin-Money, Sir Harry, is a Term — 

Sir Har. It is a Term, Brother, we never had in our 
Family, nor ever will — Make her Jointure in Widow- 
hood accordingly large, but Four Hundred Pounds a 
Year is enough to give no Account of. | 

Tip. Well, Sir Harry, ſince you can't ſwallow theſe 


Pins, I will abate to Four Hundred Pounds. 


Sir Har. And to mollify the Article — as well as 
ſpecify the Uſes, we'll put in the Names of ſeveral Fe- 


male Utenſils, as Needles, Knitting-Needles, Tape, 


'Ehread, Sciſſors, Bodkins, Fans, Play-Books, with other 
Toys of that Nature. And now, ſince we have as good 
as concluded on the Marriage, it will not be improper 


that the young People ſee each other. 


Tip. I don't think it prudent *till the very Inſtant of 
Marriage, leſt they ſhould not like one another, 


Sir Har. 
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Sir Har. They ſhall meet — As for the young Girl 
ce cannot diſlike Numps; and for Numps, I never ſuf- 
fer'd him to have any thing he lik'd in his Life. He'H 
be here immediately; he has been train'd up from his 
Childhood under ſuch a Plant as this in my Hand 
I have taken Pains in his Education. 

Tip. Sir Harry, J approve your Method; for ſince 
you Live left of Hunting, you might otherwiſe want 
Exerciſe, and this is a ſubtle Expedient to preſerve your 
own Health, and your Son's good Manners. | 

Sir Har. It has been the Cuſtom of the Gubbins to 
preſerve Severity and Diſcipline in their Families —I 


myſelf was caned the Day before my Wedding. 


Tip. Aye, Sir Harry, had you not been well cud- 
gelled in your Youth, you had never been the Man you 
are. | | 
Sir Har. You ſay right, Sir, now I feel the Benefit 
of it — There's a Crab-Tree near our Houſe, which 
flouriſhes for the Good of my Poſterity, and has 
bruſh'd -our Jackets, from Father to Son, for ſeveral 
Generations ; Fog | 

Tip. I am glad to hear you have all Things neceſſary 
for the Family within yourſelves 

Sir Har. Oh! yonder, I ſee Numps is coming 
I have dreſs'd him in the very Suit I had on at my own 
Wedding; tis a moſt becoming Apparel. 


Enter Humphry Gubbin. 

Tip. Truly, the Youth makes a good Marriageable 
Figure. . | | 

Sir Har. Come forward, Numps, this is your Uncle 
Tipłin, your Mother's Brother, Numps, that is ſo kind 
as to beſtow his Niece upon you. {Don't be ſo glum, 
Sirrab, ) Don't bow to a Man with a Face as F you'd knock 
him down, don't, Sirrah. | [ Apart. 

Tip. I am glad to ſee you, Couſin Humphry — He is 


not talkative, I obſerve already. 


Sir Har. He is very ſhrewd, Sir, when ke pleaſes ; 


Bo you ſee this Crab-ftick, you Dag: [Apart.] Well, 


Mumps, 
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Numps, don't be out of Humour. Vill you talk? 
13 Come, we're your Friends, Numps, come, 
La 


Hump. You are a pure Fellow for a Father. This is 
always your Tricks, to make a great Fool of one before 
Company. [ Apart to his Father. ] 

Sir Har. Don't diſgrace me, Sirrah : You grim, grace- 
leſs Rogue. | Apart.] — Brother, he has been bred up 
to Reſpect and Silence before his Parents — Vet 


did you but hear what a Noiſe he makes ſometimes 


in the Kitchen, or the Kennel, he's the loudeſt of 
em all. 5 
Tip. Well, Sir Harry, ſince you aſſure me he can 
ſpeak, IL'Il take your Word for it. y 
Hump. I can ſpeak when I ſee Occaſion, and I can 
hold my Tongue when I ſee Occaſion. | „ 
Sir Har. Well ſaid, Numps — Sirrah, 1 ſee yon can do 
auell, if you abill. ¶ Apart. 
Tip. Pray walk up to me, Couſin Humphry. | 
Sir Har. Aye, walk to and fro between us, with 
our Hat under your Arm. Clear up your Countenance. 
 LApart.] | | | 1 i 8 
Tip. I ſee, Sir Harry, you han't ſet him a Caper- 
ing under a French Dancing-Maſter : He does not 
mance it: He has not learn'd to walk by a Cou- 
rant, or a Borce His Paces are natural — Sir 
Harry. 7 
Hump. I don't know but tis, ſo we walk in the Weſt 
of England. | 
Sir Har. Aye, right, Numps, and ſo we do == Ha! 
ha! ha! Pray, Brother, obſerve his Make, none of 
your Lath-back'd wiſhy waſhy Breed == Come hither, 
Numps. Can't you ſtand ftill? | Apart.] 
| [Meaſuring his Shoulders:] 
de I preſume this is not the firſt Time, Sir Harry, 
you have meaſur'd his Shoulders with your Cane. 
Sir Har. Look ye, Brother, two Foot and an half in 
the Shoulders. 
4 Tip. 
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"Tip. Two Feet and an Half? We muſt make ſome 
settlement on the younger Children. * 

Sir Har. Not like him, Quotha!! 

Trp. He may fee his Couſin when he pleaſes, | 

Hump. But hark ye, Uncle, I have a Scruple 1 had | 
better mention before Marriage than after. 

_ Tip. What's that? What's that? | 

Hump, My Couſin, you know, is a-kin to me, and 
I don't think it lawful for a young Man to marry his 
own Relations.” 

Sir Har. Hark ye, hark ye, Numps, we have got a 
Way to ſolve all that: Sirrah / Confider this Cudgel ! 
Your Coin Suppoſe I'd have you marry your Grandmo- 
ther 3 ewhat ben? [| Apart. ] 

Tip. Well, has your Father ſatisfy'd you in the renn. 
Mr. Humphry ? 9,2 

Hump. Aye, aye, Sir, very well: I have not the 
leaſt Scruple remaining 3 3 no, no— not in the jeaſt, 
Sir. 

Tip. Then hark ye, Brother; we'll go take a —_ 
ard ſettle the whole Affair. 

Sir Har. Come, we'll leave Nuzys ber he 
knows the Way. Nor marry your own Relations, Sirrab? 
[ Apart. ]  [Exeunts 

Hump. Very fine, very fine ; how prettily this Park 
is ſtock'd with Soldiers, and Deer, and Ducks, and 
Ladies Ha! where are the old Fellows 


ne? where can they be, tro? PH aſk theſe 
cople —— | | 


| Enter Pounce and Fainlove. | 

Hump. Ha, you pretty youn Gentleman, did yog 

fee my Father? MEE, ; "P 
Fain. Your Father, Sir ? 


Hump. A Weezel- faced croſs ol old Gentleman, with. 
Spindle Shanks ? | 


Fain, No, Sir. 


/ 


1 | Hump. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Hump. A Crab- tree Stick 1 in his Hand? 

Pounce. We ha'n't met any Body with theſe Marks, 
but ſure I have ſeen you before — Are not you 
Mr. Humphry Gubbin, Son and Heir to Sir Henry 
Gubbin ® ?. 0 

Hump. J am his Son and l But how long 1 
ſhall be ſo J can't tell, ior he talks every Day of difin- 


heriting me. 


Piounce. Dear Sir, let me e embrace 00. Nay: don't 
be offended if I take the Liberty to kiſs you; Mr. 


Fainlove, pray | Fainlove %s] kiſs the Gentleman — | 
Nay, dear Sir, don't ſtare and be ſurpriz'd, for I have + 
had a Deſire to be better known to you ever ſince I ſaw 
you one Day clinch your Fiſt at your Father, when his 
Back was turn'd upon you — For I muſt own I very 
much admire a young Gentleman of Spirit. 

Hump. Why, Sir, would it not vex a Man to the 
Heart, to have an old Fool ſnubbing a r every Mi- 
nute afore Company — | 

Pounce. Oh fye, he uſes you like a Boy. 

Hump. Like a Boy! He lays me on, now and then, 
as if I were one of his Hounds — You can't think 
whata Rage he was in this Morning, becauſe I boggled 
2a little at marrying my own Couſin. 

Pounce. A Man can't be too ſcrupulous, Mr. Humphry; ; 
a Man can't be too ſcrupulous. 

Hump. Sir, I could as ſoon. love my own Fleſh ml 


Blood; we ſhould ſquabble like Brother and Siſter ; do 


you think we ſhould not, Mr. —-— Pray, Gentlemen, 
may I crave the Favour of your Names ? 

Peunce. Sir, I am the very Perſon that have been 
employed to draw up the Articles of age between 
you and your Couſin, _ | 

Hump. Aye, ſay you ſo? Then you can inform me in 
ſome things concerning myſelf kay. Sir, what 


Eftate .am I Heir to? 


Pounce, Te Fifteen Hundred Pounds a Year, an in- 


_ tailed Eftate —— 


Hump. I aw _ to hear' it, wich all * Heart; and 
can 
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can you ſatisfy me in another Queſtion — Pray how old 
am I at preſent? EF ob | 
Pounce. Three and twenty laſt March. : 

 Hums. Why, as ſure as you are there, they have kept 
me back. I have been told by ſome of the Neighbour- 
hood, that: I was born' the very Year the Pigeon-houſe 
was built, and every Body knows the Pigeon-houſe is 
three and twenty — Why, I find there has been Tricks 
play'd me; I have obey'd him all along, as if I had 
been obig d t it % & | 

Pounce. Not at all, Sir; your Father can't cut you 
out of one Acre of Fifteen Hundred Pounds a Vear. 
Hump. What a Fool have I been, to give him his 
Head ſo long! 14 Sell” T3650 

Pounce. A Man of your Beauty and Fortune may find 
out Ladies enough that are not a-kin to you. 9 

Hump. Look ye, Mr. What-d'ye-call — As to my 
Beauty, I don't know but they may-take a Liking tg 
that — But, Sir, mayn't I crave your Name ? 85 
Piounce. My Name, Sir, is Pounce, at your Service. 

Hump. Pounce, with a P—— / 

. . Pounce. Yes, Sir, and Samuel with an 8 . Mg? 

_ Hump. Why then, Mr. Samus! Pounce, do you know 
any Gentlewoman that you think I could like? For, 
to tell you truly, I took an Antipathy to my Couſin eve 
ſince my Father propos'd her to me— And ſince every 
Body knows I came up to be married, I don't care to go 
down, and look baulk'd. 

Pounce. J have a Thought juſt come into my Head 
—— Do you ſee this young Gentleman? he has a 
_ Siſter, a prodigious Fortune — Faith, you two ſhall be 
acquainted — 24 4? 

Fain, I can't pretend to expect ſo accompliſh'd a 
Gentleman as Mr. Humphry for my Siſter ;- but, being 
your Friend, P11 be at his Service in the Affair. | 
" Hump. If I had your Siſter, ſhe and I ſhould live like 
two Turtles. 

Pounce, Mr, Humpbry, * ſhan't be fool'd any longer, 

2 


1 


———— gy. 
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ul carry you into Company; Mr. Fainlove, you ſhall | 


introduce him to Mrs. Clerimont's Toilet. 

Fain. She'll be highly taken with him, for the loves 
a Gentleman whoſe Manner is eee fy 
Pounce. What, Sir, 'a'Perſon of Pretenſions; 4 ; 
clear Eſtate, no Portions to pay! Tis barbarous, your 
Treatment — Mr. Humphry, Im afraid you want Mo- 
ney — There's for Pg TINY 7 Man of your Ac- 
compliſnmentsss [Giving a Parſe. 
Hump. And yet you re, Sir, Frcs they uſe me 
Dear Sir, you are the beſt Friend I ever met with in all 


my Life — Now I am fluſh of Money bring me to _> | 
Siſter, and I warrant you for my Behaviour = A 
quite another thing with Oy in his Pocket —you 


know. * 


Pounce. How little the Oaf wonders why I ſhould 


give him Money ! You ſhall never want, Mr. H; 


while 1 have it Mr. Honpley; but; dear Friend, 1 


muſt take my Leave of you, I have ſome extraordinary 


Buſineſs on my Hands 3 I can it ſtay 5 but you muſt hot 
"Yay a Word — 


Fain. But you muſt e the Way Helf an Hour 


Hence, and P11 introduce you at Mrs. Clerimont's. | BY 
Pounce. Make em believe you are wilting to have 


your Couſin 7a "wall Opportunity ſerves : Farewell, 
dear Friend. [Ex. Pounce and Fain, 
. Hump. Farewell, good Mr. Samuel Pounce — But 
let's ſee my Caſh — tis very true, the old Saying, 
a Man meets with more Friendſhip from Strangers, than 
his own Relations — Let's fee my Caſh, 1, 2, 3» 45 
there on that Side— 1, 2, J» 4. on that Side; tis a 
fooliſh thing to put all one's Money in one Pocket, 'tis 


| like a Man's whole Eftate in one County — Theſe five 


in my Fob — Pl! keep theſe in my Hand, left I ſhould 
have a preſent Occafion — But this Town's full of Pick- 


ets I'll go —_ ain. 
_ "0 | 3 [Exit eke. 
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ACT ng SCENE I. 


Eur Posse and. at Clerimant es bis Arm- 
ina Scarf, F 


: Pounce x 7 "OU are now well enough inſtructed both 


in the Aunt and Niece to form your Os 
viour. 

Cler. But to talk with her apart is the great Matter. 
Pounce. The antiquated Virgin has a mighty Affecta- 
tion for Youth, and is a great Lover of Men and 
Maney ——Oue-of theſe, at leaft, I am ſore I can 
gratify her in, by turning her Pence in the Annuities, or 
the Stocks of one of the Companies; ſome way or other 


ell find to entertain her, and engages you With the young 


Lady. 4 

"Che. | Since chat is her Ladyſhip's Porn, fo buſy RY . 
ns 2 Gentleman as Ws Rue. muſt needs be in her — 
good Graces, og, + 


Pounce.- So ſhall — . you: —— not be 


Enter Aunt and Niece: fi E £ 4 8 
"Wat Was i it not my Gallant that whiltled fo charm- 


A ingly i in the Parlour, before he went out this Morning ? 


He's a moſt accompliſh'd Cavalier. 

" Aunt. Come, Niece, come — You don't do well to 
make ſport with your Relations, eſpecially with a 
young Gentleman that has ſo much Kindneſs f or you, 

Niece. Kindneſs for me! What a Phraſe is there to ex- 
preſs the Darts and Flames, 1 * and e - 


= - 


| | 
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' Aunt. Pray, Niece, forbear this idle Traſh, and talk 
like other People. Your Couſin Humphry will be true 
and hearty in what he ſays, and that's a great deal better 


than the Talk and Compliment of Romances. 


Niece. Good Madam, don't wound my Ears with ſuch 
Expreſſions; do you think I can ever love a Man that's 
true and hearty ! What a Peaſant-like Amour do thele 
coarſe Words import? True and hearty! Pray, Aunt; 
endeavour a little at the Embelliſhment of your Stile. 
Aunt. Alack- a- day, Couſin Biday, theſe idle Romances 
have quite turn'd your Head. 8 
_  Niece.; How often muſt I deſire you, Madam, to lay 


| aſide that familiar Name, Couſin Biddy? I never hear 


it without bluſhing — Did you ever meet with an He- 
x0ine;' in thoſe idle Romances _='y ou call) em,; that was 
d Bidd 4 188581 ; 
Aunt. A Coufin, Couſin Theſe: are meer v 
pours, indeed —Nothing but Vapours 8 
Niece. No, the Heroine has always ſomething ſoft and 
engaging in her Name — Something that gives us a 


Notion of the Sweetneſs of her Beauty and Behaviour. 


A Name that glides through a half a Dozen tender Sylla- 
hles, as Eliſmumda, Clidamira, Deidamia, that runs upon 
Vowels of the Tongue, not hiſſing through ones Teeth,, 
or breaking them with Conſonants . Tis ſtrange 
Rudeneſs thoſe familiar Names they givc ue, when there 
4s Aurelia, Sacchariſſa, Gloriana, for People of Condition; 


and Cela, Chloris, Corinna, 24 J for their Maids and 


thoſe of lower Rank. 
Aunt. Look ye, Biddy, this i 18 Lot to be ſupported 
I know not where you learn'd this Nicety ; ; but I can. 
i] you, forſcoth, as much as you deſpite! i it, your, 
other was a Bridget afote You, and an excellent 


| Houſewife 


& Xicce. Good Madam, don't upbraid me with bg 
Mother Bridget, and an excellent Houſewife. . 
" Aunt. Yes, I ſay, ſhe' was, and ſpent her time in 
better Learning than ever you did — not in reading of 
Fights and Battles of oy and Giants; but in- writing 
44S out 


* 
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out -Receipts for Broths, Poſſets, Caudles and Surfeit- 

Waters, as became a good Country Gentlewoman. 
Niece. My Mother, and a Bridget ! _ 

Aunt. Yes, Niece, I ſay again your Mother, my Siſter, 

was a Bridget! the Daughter of her Mother Margery, of 

her Mother 87/5, of her Mother Alice. 


Niece. Have you no Mercy ? Oh the barbarous Ge- 


nealogy! c 5 | 
Aunt, Of her Mother Winifred, of her Mother Joan. 


| -. Niece. Since you will run on, then I muſt-needs tell 


you I am not ſatisfy'd in the Point of my Nativity. 
Many an Infant has been plac'd in a Cottage with ob- 
ſcure Parents, 'till by chance ſome ancient Servant of » 
the Family has known it by its Marks. OG 

' Lunt, Aye, you had beſt be ſearch'd — That's 
like your calling the Winds the fanning Gales, before 
I don't know how much Company; and the Tree that 


was blown by it, had, forſooth, a Spirit impriſon'd in 


the Trunk of it. 

Niece. Tgnorance! ES | : 
Aunt. Then a Cloud this Morning had a flying Dragon 
in it. | DEE | 
: Niece. What Eyes had you that you could ſee nothing? 


For my Part I look upon it to be a Prodigy, and expect 


ſomething extraordinary will happen to me before Night 
hut you have a groſs Reliſh of Things. What noble 


.. Deſcriptions in Romances had been loſt, if the Writers 


had been Perſons of your Goat ? | 


Aunt. I wiſh the Authors had been hang'd, and their 


Books burnt, before you had ſeen em. 
' Niece. Simplicity! ; 8 | 
Ant. A Parcel of improbable Lies. 
* Niece, Indeed, Madam, your Raillery is eoarſe 
Aunt. Fit only to corrupt young Girls, and fill their 
weg with a Thouſand fooliſh Dreams of I don't know 
what. . | 
Niece. Nay, now, Madam, you grow extravagant. 
Aunt, What I ſay is not to av adviſe — for 
your Good. TEAS, 


; B 4 | | Niece, 
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Nizce. What, to burn Philecles, Artaxerxes, Orootidates, 
and the reſt of the Heroick Lovers, and take my 
Country Booby, Couſin Humphry, for an Huſband! 
Aunt, Oh dear, Oh dear, Bday! Pray, good Dear, 


learn to act and ery like the reſt! of the World; 


come, come, you | mar ur Coulin, and live 
comfortably. Fog hon 


Niece. Live comfortably ! What kind of Life is that? 
A great Heireſs live comfortably ! Pray, Aunt, learn 

to raiſe your Ideas What 1 is, I wonder; to live ws 
Fortably ? 

Aunt, To live comfortably, is to live with Prudence 
and Frugality, as we do in Lomb ar d fret. . 

Niece. As we do —— That's a fine Life indeed, with 
one Servant of each Sex——— Let's ſee how many 
things our Coachman is for — He rubs down 
bis tforſes, lays the SED whets the n and 

ſometimes makes Beds , 
Aunt. A good Servant ſhou'd turn his Hand o every 
ing? in a re 
Nizce. Nay, there's not a Cedars in our Family, 
that has not two or three different Duties ; 3 83 John is 
Butler, Footman, and Coachman; fo Cha 186 2 
Laundreſs, aud Chamber- Maid. 7 
Aut. Well, and do you laugh at chat? 
"Niece. No + indt — at = " 


G 


| Horſes cho“ one has an eaſy Trot» for my Un- 
cle's Riding, and t'other an eaſy Pace for your Side- 3 


Saddle . - 

Aunt. And fo you jeer at the good Management of 
Your aclations, do you ? 4 

Niece. No, I'm well fatisfied that all Ra are 
Creatures of Bafineſs; but, indeed, was in hopes that 
my poor little Lap-Dog might have liv'd with me 


upon my Fortune withoat an Employment; but my 
Uncle threatens every Day to make him a Turn- 
ſpit, that he too, in his Sphere, may help us to live 
comfortably — 

_ Hark ye, Wm Biddy. I ; 7 
Niece. 
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Niece, I vow I'm out of Countenance, when our 
Butler, with his careful Face, drives us "all flowed ia 
| a Chariot drawn by one ' Horſe ambling, and t*other 
| , trotting with his Provifions behind for the*Family, from 
Saturday Aube till Monday Morving, bound for Hackney 
e make a comfortable 1 in- 
deed. | 
Aunt. 80 we do, and ſo will you W if you marry 
your Eouſin Humphry. . 
Niece. Name not the Gen | 
Aunt. Creature what your own Couſin a Creature ! 7 
Mice. Oh, let's be going; I ſee yonder another 
Creature that does my Uncle's Law Boſineſs, and has, 
D believe, made ready the Deeds, thoſe barbarous 
gods? - 
5 8 What, Mr. Paunce a Creature too! Nay, now 
m fure you're ignorant — You ſhall ftay, and you'll. 
147 more Wit from him in an Hour, than in a Thou- 
Mr. af your, foojih Dooks.4 in an w Age” — Your 1SEPFant, 
2 Poynee. | | 


'E nter Pounce; 


5 SI 8 I hape I don! t interrupt any private 
Diſcourſe | 

Aunt. Not in the teaft, Sir. 

Pounce. i ſhould be loath to be eſteem'd one of thoſs: 
who think they have a Privilege of mixing in all Com- 
panies, without any Buſineſs, but to bring forth a loud 
Laugh, or vain Jeſt. ' 

Niece. He talks with the Mien and Gravity of a Pa 
ladin. [AHde. 

Pounce. Madam, I bought the other Day at 'Ihree 
and an Half, and ſold at Seven. _ 

Aunt. Then pray, Sir, fell for me in Time. Niece, 
mind him; he has an infinite Deal of Wit — 

Pounce. This that I ſpeak of was for YOU . 
I never __ ee e to ſei ve my Friends. 


B Rs . 
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pt "Try Indeed, Mr. Peunce, you are, I prote, wichout 
F lattery, the wittieſt Man in the World. 

Pounce. I aſſure you, Madam, I ſaid laſt Night, he. 
fore an Hundred Head of, Cirizens, that Mrs. Barſbeba 
Toy: was the moſt ingenious young Lady i in the Li- 

rties, 

Aunt, Well, Mr. Pounce, you are ſo facetious — 
But you are always * ons N Ones — Tis no 
Wonder you have it. 1 % g, me 5 

Mie. Idle! idle, - f ; 

Pounce. But, 8 | you "had pl \ ARS Grey- 
Gooſe, he's a notable joking Man ——— Well, ſays he, 
— s Mrs. Barſbeba 5 Health —— She's my oy 
Treis. 

Aunt, That Man b me ſplit my Sides mth 
laughing, he's ſuch a Wag —— (Mr... Pounce, pretends 
CGrey-Goo/e faid all this, but I know * tis his own Wit, 


for he's in love with me.) IA. 
Pounce. But, Madam, chereꝰs s a certain Affair I ſhould 
communicate to you. [ Apart. 
Aunt, Aye, *tis certainly fo — He wants to break his 
Mind to me. [Captain Clerimont paſſing. 


Poxnce. Oh, Mr. Clerimont, Mr. Clerimont — Ladies, 
pray let me introduce this young Gentleman, he's my 
Friend, a Youth of great Virtue and Goodneſs, for all 
he is in a red Coat. 

Aunt. If he's you Friend, we need not doubt his 
Virtue. 

Cler. Ladies, you are taking d _ cool Breath of the 
Morning. | | 

Niece. A pretty Phraſe. | Alle. 

Aunt. That's the pleaſanteſt time this warm Weather. 

Cler. Oh, *tis the Seaſon of the Pearly Dews, and 
gertle * yrs. 

Niece. Aye! pray mind that again, Aunt, [Alide. 

Pounce. Shan't we repoſe ourſelves og yonder Seat, I 
love improving Company, and to communicate. | 

Aunt, "Tis certainly fo n. s in love with me, 

| a | and 
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and wants Opportunity to tell me ſo — I don't care if 
we do — He's a moſt ingenious Man. 

¶ Exeunt Aunt and Pounce. 
+ Cher. We enjoy here, Madam, all the pretty Land- 
ſcapes of the Country, without the Pains of going 
thither. 

Niece. Art and Nature are in a Rivalry, or rather a 
Confederacy, to adorn this beauteous Park with all 
the agreeable Variety of Water, Shade, Walks, and 
Air. What can be more charming than theſe flowery 
Lawns ? 4 1 | 

Cler. Or theſe gloomy Shades? —  _ 

Niece. Or theſe embroider'd Vallies ? mm 

Cler. Or that tranſparent Stream? — 

Niece. Or theſe bowing Branches on the Banks of it, 
that ſeem to admire their own: Beauty in the Cryſtal 
Mirrour ? | 

Cler. I am ſurpriz d, Madam, at the Delicacy of 
your Phraſe Can ſuch Exyrelons come from 
Lombard. ſtreet? 

Niece. Alas! Sir, what can be expected from an in- 
| nocent Virgin, that has been immur'd almoſt one and 
twenty Years from the Converſation of Mankind, under 
the Care of an Urganda of an Aunt? ; 

Cler. Bleſs me, Madam, how have you been abus'd ! 
Many. a Lady before your Age has had an hundred 
Lances broken in. her Service, and as many Dragons 
cut to pieces in Honour of her. 

Miece. Oh, the charming Man! Alde. 

Cler. Do you believe Pamela was one and twenty 
before ſhe knew Mufidorus ® 

Niece. 1 could hear him ever — [Alle. 
Cler. A Lady of your Wit and Beauty might have 
given Occaſion for a Whole Romance in Folio before 
that Age. 

Miece. Oh, the Powers ! Who can he be? Oh, 
Youth unknown! But let me, in the firſt Place, know 
whom I talk to, for, Sir, I am wholly unacquainted 
both with your Perſon, and your Hiſtory — You 
| B 6 ſeem, 
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ſeem, indeed, by your Deportment, and the diſtin- 
puithing Mark of your Bravery which you bear, 10 
have been in a Conflict — May I not know what 
eruel Beauty obliged you to Tuch Adventures, till he 
pitied you? | ms | 

Cler. Oh, the pretty Coxcomb ! | 4/de.] Oh, Blex- 
heim, Blenheim ! Oh, Cordelia, Cordelia! 

Niece. You mention the Place of Battle — 1 
would fain hear an exact Deſeription of it — Our 
publick Papers are ſo deſective, they don't ſo much as 
tell us how the Sun roſe on that glorious Day; 
Were there not a great many Flights of Vulturs before 
the Battle ? | 2 

Cler. Oh, Madam, they have eaten up half my 
Acquamtance. | | | 
: Niece, -Certainly never Birds of Prey were ſo feaſted 
by Report, they might have lived Half a Year 
on the very Legs and Arms our Troops left behind 
Cler. Had we not fought near a Wood, we ſhould 
ne'er. have got Legs enough to have come home upon. 
mo Joiner of the Foot-Guards has made his Fortune 
by it, | * at 
Niece. I ſhall never forgive your General 
He has-put all my ancient Heroes out of Countenance ; 
he has pull'd down Cyrus and Alexander, as much as 
Louis le Grand — But your own Part in that Action? 

Cler. Only that flight Hurt, ſor the Aſtrologer ſaid 
at my Nativity — Nor Fire, nor Sword, nor Pike, 
nor Mufquet ſhall deſtroy this Child, let him but avoid 
fair Eyes — But, Madam, mayn't I crave the Name 
of her that has captivated my Heart ? 2 

Niece. I can't gueſs whom you mean by that De- 
ſcription ; but if you aſk my Name — I muſt con- 
feſs you put me upon revealing what I always keep 
as the greateſt Secret I have for, would you 
believe 1t-—— they have call'd me—— I don't 
know how to own it, but they have call'd me — 
Bridger. . | ES 


Cler. 
* 
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Miece. N | | 
Ne —. my Confuſion, I beſeech vou, Sir, and 
Ii you have Occaſion to mention me, let it be by Par- 
tbenif/a, for that's the Name I have aſſum'd ever ſince 
I came to Years of Diſcretion. | 
Cler. The unſupportable T'yranny of Parents, to fix 


\ Names on helpleſs Infants which they muſt bluſh at 


all their Lives after! I don't think there's a Sirname in 
the World to match it. 
Niece. No! what do you think of Tiphin ? 
- Cher. Tiphin! Why, 1 think if I was a young Lady 
that had it, I'd part with it immediately, 125 
Niece. Pray how would you get rid of it ? 

_ Chr. I'd change it for another I could recommend 
ta you three very pretty Syllables —— What do you thipk 
of Clerimont ? _ | ol veputags 

Niece. Clerimont ! Clerimont ! Very well — But what 
Right have Ido it? 1 


Cler. If you will give me Leave, I'll put you in Poſ- 
ſeſſion of it. By a very few Words I can make it over 
to you, and your Children after you. 


| Niece. Oh, fye! Whither are you running! You kno, 


a Lover ſhould figh in private, and languiſh Whole 
Years before he reveals his Paſſion; he ſhould retire 
into ſome ſolitary Grove, and make the Woods and 
wild Beaſts his Confidents Vou ſhould have told it 
to the Echo half a Year before you had diſcovered it 
even to my Hand-maid. And yet beſides — to talk to 
me of Children —— Did you ever hear of an H-roine' 
with a big Belly ? | 78 ha A 
Cler. What can a Lover do, Madam ; now the Race 
pf Giants is extinct? Had I lived in thoſe Days, there 
ad not been a Mortal fix Feet high, but ſhould have 
own'd Partheniſſa for the Paragon of Beauty, or meaſur'd 
his Length on the Ground Partheniſſa ſhould have 
been heard by the Brooks and Deſarts at Midnight 
the Echo's Burden, and the River's Murmur, 3 


VMecs. 
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Niece. That had been a Golden Age, indeed! But 
ſee, my Aunt has left her grave Companion, and is 
coming towards us I command you to leave 


me. 


Cler. Thus "WO when bine dümmiſs'd kin her 
Preſence, threw himſelf at her Feet, and implor'd Per- 
miſſion but to live. Offering fo kneel. 

- Niece. And thus Statira raifed him from the Earth, 


- permitting him to live and love. [Exit Cler. 


Euter Aunt. 


. Aunt, Is not Mr. Pounce's Converſarion very improv- 


Ing, Niece ? 


_ Niece. Is not Mr. Clerimont a very pretty Name, Aung? 
Aunt, He has ſo much Prudence, 

- Niece. He has ſo much Gallantry. 
Aunt, So ſententious in his Expreſſions. 

Niece. So poliſh'd in his Language. 
Aunt. All he ſays, is, methinks, ſo like a Sermon. 


- Niece. All he ſpeaks ſavours of Romance. 


Aunt. Romance; Niece? Mr. Pownce ! what. Mn: 


of Romance? 


Niece. No, I mean his Friend, the accompliſh'd Mr. 


| C lerimont. 


Aunt, Fye, for one of your Years to commend a young 
Fellow ! 

Niece. One of my Wort is mightily govern'd by Ex- 
ample! You did not diſlike Mr. Pownce. _ 

Aunt. What, cenſorious too? I find there is no truſt- 


ing yon out of the Houſe — A Moment's freſh Air does 


but make you ſtill the more in love with Strangers, and 


deſpiſe your own Relations. 
Niece. IJ am certainly by the Power of an Inchant- 


ment plac'd among you, but I hope I this Morning 


employ'd one to ſeek Adventures, and break the 


Charm. 
Aunt. Vapours, Biday, indeed! Nothing but Vapours 


— - Couſin Humphry ſhall break the Charm. 


Merce. 
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VWiece. Name him not — Call me ſtill Bidah, rather 
tBan name that Brute. [Exeunt Aunt and Niece. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 

ler. A perfect Quixote in Petticoats! I tell thee, 
Pounce, ſhe governs herſelf wholly by Romance 
It has got into her very Blood — She ſtarts by Rule, 
and bluſhes by Example —— Could I but have pro- 
duc'd one Inftance of a Lady's complying at firſt 
Sight, I ſhou'd have gained her [Promiſe on the Spot — 
How am I bound to curſe the cold Conſtitutions of the 
Philoclea's and Statira's! I am undone for want of 
Precedents. 7 1 

Pounce. I am ſure I labour'd hard to favour your 
Conference; and ply'd the old Woman all the while 
with ſomething that tickled either her Vanity or her 
Covetouſneſs; I conſider'd all the Stocks, old and 
new Company, her own Complexion and Youth, 
Partners for Sword-blades, Chamber of Londen, Banks 
for Charity, and Mine Adventurers, till ſhe told me I 

had the Repute of the moſt facetious Man that ever 

came to Garraway's—— For you muſt know, public 
. Knaves and Stock Jobbers paſs for Wits at her End 
of the Town, as common Cheats and Gameſters do at 
ours. | 
i Cler. I pity the Drudgery you have gone through; 
but what's next to be done towards getting my pretty 
Heroine ? e 
Pounce. What ſhould next be done, in ordinary Me- 
thod of Things — You have ſeen her, the next regular 
Approach is, that you cannot ſubſiſt a Moment, without 
ſending forth muſical Complaints of your Misfortune, 
by Way of Serenade. | | 
Cler. I can nick you there, Sir, — I have a ſcribbling 
Army Friend, that has wrote a triumphant, rare, noiſy 
Song, in Honour of the late Victory, that will hit the 
Nymph's Fantaſque to a Hair; Pll get every thing 
ready as ſoon as poſſible. | . 
; Pounce. 
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Pounce. While you are layin upon the F ora Pl 
be within, and obſerve what E pn vo do, and 
give you Intelligence — 

Chr. You muſt have an Eye upon Mr. Ms, 


while I feed the Vanity of Partbeniſa - For 1 am 
ſo experienced 1 an theſe Matters, that I know none but 


Coxcombs think to win 2 Woman by any Peſert 90 
their own — No, it muſt be done 2255 by compl : 
with ſome prevailing Gehe in of * e ba 
$xerting any good Qu ity in yourfe 


. 8 not the am Merit Wins tbe Field, . 
3 to . craig alone the N ee 2 


— 0 [Exeunt 


oog g 


5 Ker III. SCENE A. 


Enter Mes Clerimont, adele (carrying ber + Lop-Deg) 
a4 Jonny?” 0 x 


| 3 
Jen. . the Footman thats 1 to 
you is below, if your Ladyſhup wall Pleaſe 
to take him. 
Mrs. Cler. Oh, fye; Aon t believe PII think One 
It is impoſſible he ſhould be for any thing ---- 
The Engliſo are fo fancy: with their Liberty - III 
have all my lower Servants F och ---- There cannot 
be a good Footman born out of an abſolute Mo- 
_— — | 
I am betialden to your Ladyſhip, The helieving 
oel of the Maid-Servants in Englanl. : 
Mrs. Cler. Indeed, Jenny, I could wiſh thou 
really French: For thou art plain Eagliꝶ in Su of 
Example ---- Vour Arms do but hang on, and you 
move perfectly upon R Nat with a Swim of 
the whole Perſon ---- Put I am CO to us: ws 
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have not adjuſted myſelf To-day: What pretty Com- 
pany a Glaſs is, to have another Self! (K/fes the Dog. } 
The Converſe in Soliloquy ! To have Company that 
never contradicts or diſpleaſes us! The pretty viſible 
Echo of our Actions { Kiſſes the Dog.) How eaſy, too, it 
is to be diſencumber'd with Stays, where a Woman has 
any thing like Shape, if no Shape, a good Air — But 
b look beſt when I'm talking. 
[Kifes the Lap-Dog in F ainlove' s Arms. 

. You always look well. 

Mrs. Cler For I'm always talking, you mean ſo, that 
diſquiets thy ſullen Exgliſo Temper, but I don't really 
look fo well when I am filent If I do but offer to 
ſpeak — Then I may ſay that — Oh, bleſs me, Jenny, 
JI am ſo ow , I am afraid of myſelf — I have not 
laid on half Red enough What a dough-bak'd: 
Thing was I before I . myſelf, and travel'd for 
Teer However, my Face 1s very prettily deſign d 

o-da : 

Pars. Indeed, Madam, you begin to have ſo fine an 
| Hand, that you are younger every Day than other. 

. Mrs. Cler. The Ladies abroad us'd to call me Ma- 
| demnilelle Titian, I was ſo famous. for my colouring ;/ 
but pr'ythee, Wench, bring me my black ao out 
of the next Room. 22 
Jie. Madam, 1 have dem in my Ham © _ a 
© +. Fain. It would be happy for all that are to 25 you | 

To-day, if you could change your Eyes too. 1 

Mrs. Cler. Gallant enough — No, hang it, PII wank, 
theſe I have on; this Mode of Viſage takes mightily; I 
had three Ladies laſt Week came over to my Com- 
plexion — think to be a fair Woman this Fortnight, 
till I find I'm ap'd too much I believe there are an 
hundred Copies of me already. 

Jen. Dear Madam, won't your Ladyſhip pleaſe to let | 
me be of the next Countenance you leave off? 

Mrs. Cler. You may, Jenny .- but I afſure you 
i is 2 N pretty Piece 75 Ill-nature, for a l 
a 5 at 


; — . AGI ARC AA 9 IEA An en, 12 
0 
. 


poor La 
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that has any Genius for Beauty, to obſerve the ſervile 
Imitation of her Manner, her Motion, Yor Glues, and 


her Smiles. 


Fain. Aye, indeed, Madam, nothing can be ſo ridicu- 
lous as to imitate the Inimitable. 

Mrs. Cler. Indeed, as you ſay, F lr the French 
Mien is no more to be learn'd, than the Language, 
without going thither — Then again to ſee ſome 

des who have clowniſh, penurious Engliſh 
Huſbands, turn and torture their old Cloaths into fo 
many Forms, and dye 'em into ſo many Colours, to 
follow me --- What — ſt, Jenny? What lay? Bore 
Word? 

„Jen. Why, Madam, all that I can — | 

Mrs. Cler. Nay, I believe, Jenny, thou haſt nocking 
to ſay any more than the reſt of thy Country Wo- 
men - The Spleneticks ſpeak juſt as the Weather 
lets em They are mere talking Barometers — 
Abroad the People of Quality go on ſo eternally, and 
ſtill go on, and are gay and entertain — In England 
Diſcourſe is made up of nothing but Queſtion and 
Anſwer — I was t'other Day at a Viſit, where there 


Vas a profound Silence, for, I believe, the third Part of | 


a Minute. 
158 And your Ladyſhip here i | 
rs, Cler. They infected me with their Dulneſs. 


Who can keep up their good Humour at an Eaglié 


Viſit ? — They fit as at a Funeral, filent in the Midft 


'of many Candles — One, perhaps, alarms the Room — 


"Tis very cold Weather — then all the Mutes play their 


Fans — till ſome other Queſtion happens, auc then the 


1 ans go off again 


Bey. Madam, your Spinnet Maſter is come. 

Mrs. Cler. Bring him in, he's very pretty Company. 

Fain. His Spinnet is, he never ſpeaks himſelf, 

Mrs. Cler. Speak, Simpleton ! What then, he keeps 
out Silence, does not he — Oh, Sir, you muſt forgive 
me, I have been very idle — Well, Vo 3 me 

Maffer 
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{Maſter bows — ) Did you think I was perfect in the 
Song —( Bows) but pray let me hear it once more. 

| Let us ſee it — Reads. 


fer +14: Sie d N Gu 
With ſtudied Airs, and pradtis'd Smiles, 
Flavia my raviſb d Heart beguiles: © 


The Charms wwe make, are curs alone, 
Mature s Works are not our own ; 


F 


Her feilful Hand gives ery Grace, 
And ſhows her Fancy in ber Face, 

She feeds with Art an am' rous Rage, 
Mer fears the Force of coming Age. 


* You fing it very well: But, I confeſs, I wiſh you'd 


give more into the French Manner. Obſerve me 


” 


um it à la Franoiſe. © | 
With ſtudied Airs, &c. 


The whole Perſon, every Limb, every Nerve fings — 
the Engliſb Way is only being for that Time a mere 
muſical Inſtrument, juſt ſending forth a Sound without 
knowing they do ſo — New Flt give you a little of it, 
like an Ezgli Woman — Von are te ſuppoſe Pve 
deny'd you twenty Times, look'd filly, and all that — 
Then with Hands and Face inſenſible — I have a 
mighty Cold. We ns - Fiornad 


ib faudied Airs, c. 

5 Enter Servant. © | 8 
Serv. Madam, Captain Cleriment, and a very ſtrange 
Gentleman, are come to wait on you. 


_ © Mrs. Cher. Let him and the very ſtrange Gentleman 
come in. ERR | 


_ Fain, Oh! Madam, that's the Country Gentleman I 
Was telling you of. e | 


E Mer 
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uten Humphry ard Captain Clerimont. 

Fain. Madam, may I do myſelf the Honour to re. 
commend- Mr. Rabin, Son and Heir to Sir Harry Gub- 
bin, to your Ladyſhip's Notice ? 

Mrs. Cler. Mr. Gubbin, Lam extremely pleaſed with 
your Suit, *tis antique, and originally from France. 
Hump. It is 1 lock'd up, Madam, when I'm in 

the Country. My Father prizes it mightily. _ © 
Mrs. Cler. a make a very pretty dancing Suit 


in a Maſk. Oh! Oe tiara I have a 5 
with you. 


* « 


Enter 3 


Serv. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Huſband deſires to 
know whether you ſee Company Oy or Hot? 


Mrs. Cler. Who, you Clown 2? „ 
Serv. Mr. Clerimant, Madam. ee SOIL 3412 
Mrs. Cir. He ny One. int ER i 

- Enter Clerimont, Fc Pg 3 | 
Mrs. Cher. Your, very humble Servant. 


| Cher. Sen, I was going to w_ the Air this 6 Momingls 


Ms 


26-6 come 3 $8.7" flew me. 


Cler. Sen, Then, Madam, a>. no 5 
this Morning 7 WEE 


* Mrs. Cher "Your humble . ie Ty But, ab 2 
Fa Kin ſhe is £7" to be” Jed by the Ca pain] A Ip 
'd chat M ortgage to pay ek wy 8 1 7 aal 5 
nings at Ombre? | {x 1: 
* Sen, Yes, Madam, | 


8 1 e 
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Mrs. Cler. Then all's well, my Honour's ſafe, [Exiz 
p Clermont, Sen.] Come, Captain, lead me this Step — 
for Pm apt to make a falſe one — you ſhalf ſhew me. 
Cler. Pl ſhew you, Madam, tis no Matter for à Fid- 
die; III give you 'em the French Way, in à teaching 
Tune. Pray, more quick — O Mademoiſelle que faitez- 
vA There again — Now flide, as it were, 
with and without Meaſure —— There you out-did the 


Go — and you have all the Smiles of the Dance to 


Mrs. Cr. Why truly, I think, that the greateſt Part 
—I have ſeen an 1 Woman dance a Jig with the 
Severity of a Veſtal 

Hump. If this be French dancing and ſinging, I fancy 
J could do it — Haw i Haw }- | Tc. apers afide. 

Mrs. Cler. I proteſt, Mr. Gubbin, you have — the 
Step, without any of our Country Bamfulneſs. Give 
me your Hand — Haw! haw ! So, 0 a little quicker --- 
That's right, Haw ! Captain, your Brother deliver'd 
this Spar to me, to be divert here, till he calls for 
bim. _ [Ex Clerimont. 

- Hump. This cutting ſo high mikey one's Money jingle 
confoundedly: I'm refolv'd PH never carry aboye one 
Pocket full hereafter. 

Mrs. Cler. You do it very readily — You amaze me. 

Hump. Are the Gentlemen in France generally fo 
well bred as we are in:Exg/aud — Are they, Madam, 
ha! But, young Gentleman, when ſhall I ſee this Siſter ? 
"Haw! haw! haw! Is not the higher one jumps the 
deter? . 

Fain. She'll be mighty taken with you, Pm ſure. 
One would not think twas in you —— you're ſo gay — 
and dance ſo very high — 

Hump. What ſhould” ail me? Did you think I was 
Wind- mw I can fing, too, if I pleaſ —5 — but I won't 
till 12 your ider — T kls is à mighty pretty Houſe. 

Mrs. Cler. Well, do you know that I like this Gen- 
tleman extremely ? I ſhould be glad to form him 
But were you never in France, Mr. Gubbin ? 


Hump, 
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Hump. No; — but I'm always thus pleaſant, if my 
Father's not by —— I proteſt, I'd adviſe your Siſter to 
have me - I'm for marrying her at once — Why ſhould 


I and ſhally-ſhally, like a Country Bumpkin? 


Fain. Mr. Gubbin, I dare ſay ſhe'll be as forward as 
you; we'll go in and ſee her. "yr 2 
Mrs. Cler. Then he has not yet ſeen the Lady he is 
in Love with. I proteſt very new and gallant =— Mr. 
Gubbin, ſhe muſt needs believe you a frank Perſon — 


Fainlowe, I muſt ſee this Siſter too, I'm reſolv'd ſhe ſhall 


> 


There needs not Time true Paſſion to diſcever ; | 
The meſt believing is the moſt a Lover. ¶ Exeunt. 


Enter Niece, ſola.” | 


Niece. Oh Clerimont ! Clerimont! To be ſtruck at firſt 
Sight! I'm aſham'd of my Weakneſs ; I find in myſelf 
if Symptoms of a raging Amour; I love Solitude; 
I grow pale; I ſigh frequently; I call upon the Name 
of Clerimont when I don't think of it — His Perſon - 
is ever in my Eyes, and his Voice in my Ears 
Methinks I lang to loſe myſelf in ſome penſive Grove, 
or to hang over the Head of ſome warbling Fountain, 
_ a Lute in my Hand, ſoft'ning the Murmurs of the 

ater. 8 


Enter Aunt, 


Aunt, Biddy, Biday ; where's Biddy Tiphin ? 
Niece. Whom do you enquire for? 


2 Aunt. Come, come, he's juſt a coming at the Park 
„ 785 Si 7 

"Niece. Who is coming? | | | 
Aunt. Your Couſin. Humphry — who ſhould be com- 
ing? Your Lover, your Huſband that is to be — Pray, 
my Dear, look well, and be civil for your Credit and 


E mine too. 1 1 | 
Miece. If he anſwers my Idea, I ſhall railly the Ruſtic 


to Death. | 
3 Aunt. 
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Aunt, Hiſt — here he is. 
Enter Humphry. 


Hump. Aunt, your humble Servant Is that 
ha Amt; | | | 
Aunt. Yes, Couſin Hamphry, that's your Couſin Bridget.- 
Well, I'll leave you together, | | 
5 [Exit Aunt. They fit. 
Hump. Aunt does as ſhe'd be done by, Couſin Bridge, 
does not ſhe, Couſin ? ha! What, are you a Loxdoner, 
and not ſpeak to a Gentleman ? Look ye, Couſin, the 
old Folks reſolving to marry us, I thought it would be 
proper to ſee how I lik'd you, as not caring to buy a 
Pig in a Poke—— for I love to look before I leap. 

. Niece. Sir, your Perſon and Addreſs bring to my 
Mind the whole Hiſtory of Valentine and Orſon What, 
would they marry me to a wild Man? Pray anſwer me a 
Queſtion or two. | 

Hump. Aye, aye, as many as you pleaſe, Couſin Bridget. 

Niece. What Wood were you taken in? How long 

have you been caught ? „„ 85 

Hump. Caught! 
Niece. Where were your Haunts ? | 
Hump. My Haunts! 1 | | 
Niece. Are not Cloaths very uneaſy to yon? Is this 
ſtrange Dreſs the firſt you ever wore? : 1 
Hump. Ho] ¾ ↄ ꝓ—ↄ—àůubu = 7 „ 
Niece. Are you not a great Admirer of Roots, and 
raw Fleſh? — Let me look upon your Nails — 
Don't you love Blackberries, Haws, and Pig- nuts, 
mightily ? h 5 | 
Hump. How ! 


| Niece. Can'ſt thou deny that thou wert ſuckled by a = 
Wolf? You han't been fo barbarous, I hope, ſince ou 


came amongſt Men, as to hunt your Nurſe 
Have you? | : | 


Hump. Hunt my Nurſe? Aye, 'tis ſo, ſhe's diftragted - . = | 
as ſure as a Gun — Hark ye, Couſin, pray will yon 


let me aſk you a Queſtion or two? 
| Niece. 


| 
= 
i 
| 
[ | 
| 

1 
| 


| Kindred with a Mountain Bear 


Niece. If thou haſt yet W che Uſe Fe: Language | 


ſpeak, Monſter. 


Hump. How lon fare 5 you been thus ? 
Niece. Thus! What would'ft thou fay ? 4, 
Hump. What's the Cauſe of it? Tell me truly now 


Did you never love any Body before me? 


Niece. Go, go, thou'rt a Savage. [Rifer: 
Hump. They never let 2 o abroad, I ſuppoſe | 

Niece. Thou'rt a Mon 1 tell thee. 

© Hump. Indeed, Couſin, tho” tis Folly to el thee | 
l am afraid thou art a mad Woman, 

Niece. V'lt have thee into ſome Foreſt. 

Hump. VII take thee into a dark Room. 

Niece. I hate thee. _ 

Hump. I with you did — There's no one loft, I Are 
Jou, Coufin 9 by 3 

Niece. Coufin Bridger, Quoth'a — =— I'd as ſoon claim 

I deteſt the. 

Hump. You never dv any Harm in theſe Fits, I hope 


* do you hate me in earneſt? 


Niece. Doſt thou aſk it, ungentle Foreſter. 8 

Hump. Ves, for I've a Reaſon, look ye. It happens 
very well if you hate me, and are in your Senſes, for 
to tell you truly I don't much care for you; and 
there is another fine Woman, as I am inform'd, that is 
in ſome hopes of havin g me. 

. Niece. This merits. my Attention. Ala. 

Hump. Look ye of ſee — as I ſaid, ſince I don't care 
for you ——— I would not have you et your Heart on 
me — but if you like any Body elſe let me know it — 
and LIl find out a way for us to get rid of one another, 
and deceive the old Folks that would couple us. 

" Niece. This wears the Face of an Amour — There 
is ſomething in that Thought which makes thy Preſence 


leſs unſupportable. 


. Hump. Nay, nay, now you'r 're growing fond ; if you 
come with thefe Maids 'Tricks, to fay you hate at firſt 


and afterwards like Wes — . 12 the whole 
1 


Miece. i 


you. 
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Niece. Don't fear it When I think of ior 
the,wild. Boar defle-the canly E Ermin, 

e de ede e to the Kid! e 

Hump. When I of thee, may the Pole- Cat c catterwaul 
with the Ci vet! 2 74 | 

Niece. When I 3 the leaſt Thought of thee, 
may the Silver Thames forget its Courſe! 

Hun. When I like thee, may I be ſous'd over Head 


AY Ears in Are dn — But ls th me? 


Enter Aunt. | 
23740 I * | ng; St 5 29 3 7 
Niece. Fer eher; 5 yon me? 5 


a, * Moſt 


Hunt, Ha! I. = e come to Pro- 
_ miſes and Proteſſations. l Ait. 
Hump. Tam ;Fory glad Ihave found a Way d _ 


S You promiſe to, be conſtant. oil. 35 
amp. Till Death. tn Ar ng ell oa 
VNiece. Thou beſt of Savanes} 7 
Hub. Thou beſt of Savages! Poor Big. FR 
Aunt. Oh the pretty Couple jokfng. on one cnc 

Well, how do you like your Couſin Humphry, now 2. 
Niece. Much better than I thought I ſhould — Hen 


Auite another Thing than what I took him far — Vo 


| have both the ſame Paſſions for one another. 


Hump. We wanted only an Occaſion to open, hw 
Hearts Aunt. 7 +14 £7 
Aunt,” Oh, how this, will cjoice my. Brother, and Sir 
Harm ! we'll go to 'em. 

Hump. No, I muſt fetch a Walk with, a new Ac« 
quaintance, Mr. Samuel Paunce. 

Aunt. An excellent Acquaintance for your Huſband ! 
Come, Niece, come. 7 = 

Niece. Farewell, Ruſtic. 1 

Hump. Bye, Biddy: — 1 

Aut. E . ! Ha! . "ha! piety e res. 


Exeunt, 


an 


I ! © | ACT 
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Enter Cuptain Clerimont and Poutice. © 


c. Doss the expect me, then, at this very In- 
nt? en we 55 IE 

Pounce, I tell you, ſhe ordered me to bring the Painter 

at this very Hour preciſely, to draw her Niece — for 

to make her Picture peculiarly charming; ſhe has now 


that down-cafſt pretty Shame, that warm Cheek, plow- | 


ing with the Fear and Hope of To-day's Fate, with the 
inviting, coy AﬀeRation of a Bride, all in her Face at 
once. Now I know you are a Pretender that Way. 
Cler. Rong. I warrant, to perſonate the Character 
on ſuch an inſpiring Occaſion, © © 
Pounce. You muſt have the Song I ſpoke of -per- 
form'd at this Window —— at the End of which ['I1 
n— give you a Signal Every thing is ready for yau, 
0 Four Pencil, your Canvas ſtretch'd — your —— Be ſure 
_ ou play your Part in Humour : To be a Painter for a 
=_ 7 * v. you're to have the exceſſive Flattery-of a Lover, 
| the ready Invention of a Poet, and the eaſy Geſture of 
| B. % 2 LO 122 5 
al Cler. Come, come, no more InftruQions; my Ima- 
| 


_ * gination out-runs all you can ſay ; Be gone, be gone! 
4 SONG. 
= WP HY, lovely Charmer, tell me ay. 
1.4. "So wen hind, and v fo fy? . 
1 1 23 does the cold forbidding Air 


ive Damps of Sorrow and Deſpair ? 
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[Exit Pounce, 
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' 4. Þ cannet love thee leſs nor more. 
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Or why that' Smile my Soul ſubdue, 
And kindle up my Flames anew? _ 


II. 


Tn wain you firive with all your Art, 
By turns to freeze and fire my Heart: 
When I behold a Face /o fair, | 

_ So feveet a Look, ſo Aft an Air., 
My raviſb d Soul is charm'd all ver, 


. After the Song Pounce appears beckoning the Captain. : 


Pounce. Captain, Captain. [ Exit Captain. 


8 CE NE. Niece's Lodgings, ba Chairs and a Table. 


| Ester Aunt and Niece. ' be 
Aunt. Indeed, Niece, I am as much overjoy'd to ſee = 


your Wedding Day, as if it were my own. 
NViece. But, why muſt it be huddled up ſo? * 


"Aunt, Oh, my Dear, a private Wedding js much 


better; your Mother had ſuch a Buſtle at hers, with 
Feaſting and Foolivg : Beſides, they did not go to Bed 


*till Two in the Morning. | 

Niece, Since you underſtand things ſo well, I wonder 
you never married yourſelf, 

Aunt, My Dear, I was very cruel thirty Years ago, 


and no Body aſk'd me ſince. 


Niece, Alas-a-day! 445d 44 967] 
Aunt. Vet, I aſſure you, there were a great many 


Matches propos d to me — There was Sir Gilbert 


Jelly; but he, forſooth, could not pleaſe ; he drank Ale, 


and ſmoak'd Tobacco, and was no fine Gentleman, 


forſooth —— but, then again, there was young Mr. 


_ Peregrine Shapely, who had travel'd, and ſpoke French, 
and ſmil'd at all I aid; he Gen 


e was a fine Geatleman »—» 
"2 3: e 
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but then he was Conſumptive : And yet again, to ſee 
how one may be miſtaken; Sir Folly dy'd in half a Year, 
and my Lady Shapely has by that thin Slip eight Chil- 


dren, that ſhould have been mine ; but here's the 
Bride egroom. 80 Couſin Humphry “. = 13 


Euter NN | f : 1 


Hump. Your Servant, Ladies — $6, my I er 
Niece. So, my Savage 
1 Aunt. O fye, no more of that to your Haſband, 
iddy. 
Hams: No matter, I like it 'as well as Duck or 
Love; I know my Couſin loves me as well as I do 
er. 
Aunt. I'll leave you together; I muſt go und get 
ready an Entertainment for you when you come 
Home. [ Exit. 
Hump. Well, "Couſin," are Ins" Ow * 
hate me full? | PI | . 
Niece, As much as ever. 1 2 
Hump. What an aſs i its is, hel Peoples 1 meli 
nations jump! I wiſh 1 knew what to do with you: 
Can you get no Body, d'ye think, to marry you? _ 
NMiece. O Oh! Cure, l a Where art thou? 
S | . 


"Enter Aunt, and Captain Clerimont abe. 


Hunt. This, Bir, is the Lady, whom yo are to | 
Re You ſee, Sir, as good Fleſh and Blood as a 
Man would defire to put in Colours —1 muſt have her 
Maiden Picture. 

Hum. Then the Painter, muſt make hate —Ha, 
3 . 5 22 2 | 

Niece. Hold thy Canin ans Savag "oF 4 

© Cler. Madam, I'm generally 9 8 
every Feature, and mend Nature's Handy-work; but 

here ſte has made ſo-finiſh'd an Original, —_— 1 deſpair 
of my n s coming up to it. 


Ant. 
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Aunt. Do you hear that, Niece? ? 


ae I dpo'e der- you ts Bd Graces where you: 
nd none. 3 51 
Cler. To ſee the Difference of the Fair Sex! —— Tf 
proteſt to you, Madam, my Fancy, is uiterly exhauſted 
with inventing Faces for thoſe that ſit to me. The firſt 
Entertainment I generally meet with, are Complaints, 
for Want of Sleep; they never look d ſo pale in their 
Lives, as when they fig for their Pictures 
Then, fo many Touches and Re- touches, when the 
Face is finiſh'd —— That Wrinkle ought not to have 
been, thoſe Eyes are too languid, that Colour's too 
weak, that Side-look hides the Mole on the left Cheek. 
In ſhort, the whole Likeneſs is ſtruck out: But in you, 
Madam, the higheſt I can come up to will be but rigid 
I . nat os A th 
| Aunt. Truly the Gentleman ſeems to underſtand his 
2 1 if | *. 9 fa He pus Jag 14% 
_ Niece; Sir, if your Pencil flatters like your Tongue, 
you are going to draw a Picture 3 at al like 
me. Sure, I have heard that Voice ſomewhere, ¶ Aſide. 
. Cler. Madam, be 0 to place yourlelf near me, 
nearer ſtill, Madam, here falls the beſt Light Vou 
muſt know, Madam, there are three Kinds of. Airs 
which the Ladies moſt delight in There is your 
Haughty —— your Mild and your Penſive Air 
The Haughty may be expreſs'd with the Head a little 
more ,exe& than ordinary, and the Countenance with, 
a certain Diſdain in it, ſo as ſhe may appear almoſt, 
but not quite, inexorable: his, kind; of Aip is, gene- 
rally eee eee ee the Brows 
L. gave my Lady Scornwell. her Choice of a Dozen 
Frowns, before ſhe could find one to her Liking. 
Cler. The Mild Air is compos d of a Lai uiſh, and 
a deilem But if I might 2dr ide, I'd,gather; be à Pen- 
five Beauty; the Peaſive TORY feels her Pulſe, leang 
bf} ee Pri | | 3 8 


bp - 
. 
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% 


: 


* 
— 
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on one Arm, or fits ruminating with a Book in her 
Hand — which Converſation ſhe is ſuppoſed to chuſe, 
rather than the endleſs Importunities of Lovers. 
' Hump. A comical Dog. 
Aunt. Upon my Word te underſtands his Buſineſs 


| well; Pl tell you, Niece, how your Mother was 


drawn — She had an Orange in her Hand, and a 

Noſegay in her Boſom, but a Look fo pure and freſh- 

cofour'd, you'd have taken her for one of the Seaſons, 
Cler. You ſeem, indeed, Madam; moſt inclin'd to 


the Perfive =— The Penfive delights alſo in the Fall 


of Waters, paſtoral Figures, or any rural View ſuit- 
able to a fair Lady, who, with a delicate Spleen, has 
retired from the World, as fick of i Its Flattery and Ad- 
miration, © 

Niece, No Gnce there is "JEAN for Fancy In a 
Picture, I would be drawn like the Amazon Tha- 


leſtris, with a Spear 1 in my Hand, and an Helmet on a 


Table before me — At a Diſtance behind, let there 
be a Dwarf, holding by the Bridle a Milk-white Pal 


* — k 


Cler. Madam, the Thought is fall of spirit; : and; 


if you pleaſe, there ſhall be a Cupid ſtealing away your 


Helmet, to ſhew that Love ſhould have a Part in. all 
gallant Actions. 8 8 
Niece. That Circumſtance may be very pifureſque. 5 
" Clr. Here, Madam, ſhall be your own Picture, 


4 here the Palfrey, and here the Dwarf ——— The Dwarf 


him, be very little, or we rar t have Room or 
Im. 
| Niece. A Dwarf cannot be too little. CCF 
Cler. I'll make him a Blackamoor, to diſtingniſh him 
from the other too powerful Duarf — [Sig.] the 
Capid — I'll place that beauteous Boy near you, 
'twill look very natural Hen certainly take you 
for his Mother Yenas. 
Niece,” 1 leave e. Particulars 10 N own 


Fancy. © 
BY * l | wg Cher, 


F ” : 


the AccomPiisn'p Fools. 55. 


. Cler. Pleaſe, Madam, to uncover your Neck a little; 


8 Niece. Pl be drawn thus, if you pleaſe, Sir. 5 'T? 


Clar. Ladies, have you heard the News 
and a younger Brother of a good Family? 7 
Aunt. Pray, Sir, how is it ? and 


jews of a late | 
Marriage between a young Lady of a great Fortune, 


Chr. This young Gentleman, Ladies, is a particular 
Acquaintance of mine, and much about my Age, and 
Stature; (look me full in the Face, Madam), he ac- 
cidentally met the young Lady, who had in her all the 


Perfections of her Sex; (hold up your Head, Madam, 
that's right;) ſhe let him know that his Perſon and 
Diſcourſe were not altogether diſagreeable to her — 
The Difficulty was, how to gain a fecond Interview, 
(your Eyes full upon mine, Madam ;) for never was 
oa ſuch a Sigher in all the Valleys of Arcadia, as 


that unfortunate Youth, during the Abſence of her he 


10 e 
| Aunt . A-lack-a-day — poor young Gentlema n } 
—_— It muſt be he— what a charming Am 10 


an Expedient ; he dreſt himſelf juſt as I am now, and 
dame to draw her Picture; (your Eyes full upon mine, 
pray, Madam.) AAR ie | 

Hamp. A ſubtle Dog, I warrant him. | 


1 


5 
Cl. At length, Ladies, he bethought Min of 


ler. And by that Means found an Opportunĩty of 


carrying her off, and marrying her. | 
* 1 | Indeed, your Friend was a very vicious young 


Niece. Yet the Lady was not diſpleas'd 
at what he 44. to of mW - 7 | 


| Cler. But, Madam, what were the Tranſports of the 


Lover, when ſhe made him that Confeflion ? 
Niece. I dare ſay the thought herſelf very happy, 
* ſhe got out of her Guardian's Hands. 
unt 


is very true, Niece — There are abundance 


of thoſe bead · ſtrong young Baggages about Town. . 
1 2 
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Chr. The Gentleman has often töſd' me, he was 
ſtrangely ſtruck at firſt Sight; but when ſhe ſat to him 
for her Picture, and aſſum'd all thoſe Graces that are 
proper for the Occaſton — his Torment was ſo exqui- 
— his Paſſtons ſo vidlent, that he could not have liv'd” 
ki f had he not found Means to make me Charmer of - 
eart his own. 


amp. *Tis certainly the fooliſheſt chin in the World 
* ſhally-thally about bo Woman, When one Aa” a 
Mind to marry her. WG. 30) 632 

Cler. The young Painter wes Poet Wye the . p> 
I believe I have the Words by Heart. | 


F > 7 


Niece, A W repeat” ee we 

21 . 34 521 #1 
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#1 A e 
ing T fab 38 "ewes! fg, rege malte a very 
pretty Cuten._ - Bas * ee 
le My: lee nr you ales 5 2 HY 
| | ere it is 

Mine. Why, this is pretty; I think Painter ſoul 
never be without a on Sin RE brightens the 
Features ſtrangely — mightily: —— as'd'; = 
but juſt ſtop 1 in; and ive ſome Orders en "with your 
preſently, ."* 55 Soy 


+a 18 1 x6 + 


Neece. Was motzt adventurous Painter called 2 


iu, 2 ah SS 43 4 — 22 hs 2 '$ * TE } wk * 
cd tn: 18 * or 8 e 


ww 1 
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comical 98 
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Cler. It was Clerimont, the Servant of Parthenifſe ; 
but let me beſeech that beauteous Maid to refolve, and 
make the Incident I feign'd to her a. real one 
Conſider, Madam, yon are environ'd by cruel and: 
are Guards, Which would, force you to a diſa- 
greeable Mattiage ; your Caſe is exactly the ſame with 
the Princeſs, of the Leontines in Clelia. 

Niece. How can we commit ſuch a Soleciſm againſt all 
Rules! What, in the firſt Leaf of our Hiſtory to 3 
the Marriage? Vou know it cannot be, 

Cler. The Plesſantelt Part of the Hiſtory will be afiee 
Marriage... Prot 

. Niece... No!. I never yet read af a Knight that _—_ 
Tilt or Tournament after Wedlock Tis not to 
be expected When the Huſband begins, the Hero 
ends ; all that noble Impulſe to. Glory, all the generous! 
Paſſion. for Adventures is conſumed in the Nuptialt 
Torch; I don't know ho it -en ad tþ n 
never hit it. 

Hump. [ LiſPning.] Confur'd 3 in the Nuptial "Torch. 
Mars and Hymen{: What can all this mean ?—I am ves 
glad I can hardly read — They could never get theſe 
fooliſh Pancies into my Head — I had ales a ſtrong 
Brain. ¶ Hſide.] Hark ye, Coufty, is not. this Paititer a 


1 * 
* * 


. Nizce, I think he's very agitcable CSP — 
Ham. Why then 1 tell you w Hat — marry him — 
A Painter's a very genteel Calling — He's an ingenious 
Fellow, and ceitainly poor, I fancy he'd be glad"on't ; 
I'll keep my Aant out of the Room a Minute or tw 9, 
that's all the Time you have to confider = | Exit. 
Cler. Fortune points cut to us this only Occafon of 
our Happineſs : Love's of Celeſtial Origin, and needs 
no long Acquaintance to be manifeſt. Lovers, like 
223 ſpeak by Intuition — Their Souls are in their 
yes — 
Niece. Then I fear he ſces mine. [ {/ze.] But I can't 
think of abridzing our Amours, and cutting off all far- 
ther e of Piſguiſe, Serenade, and Adventure. 


C 5 C. 
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Clir. Nor would I willingly loſe the Merit of long 


Services, Midnight Sighs, and pluntive Solitudes — 
were there not a Neceſlity. - . 


- Niece. Then to be ſeiz d by Stealth! | 
'Cler. Why, Madam, you are a great Fortune, int 
mould not be married the common way.” Indeed, Ma- 
dam, you ought to be ſtol'n ; nr in ſtriẽtneſs, I og” t 
know dut yoù ought to be raviſh'd: © | 

- Niece, But then our Hiſtory will be fo ſhort. 75 

Cler. I grant it; but you don't conſider there's a De- 
vice in another's jeading you inſtead of this Perſon that's 
to have you; and, Madam, tho“ our Amours can't 
furaiſh out a Romance, they'll make a R Pretty 
Novel — Why ſmiles my Fair)? 5 

Mece. I am almoſt of Opinion, chat had Oster 
been as preſſing as Clerimont, Caſſandra had been but a 
Pocket. Book: "But i it looks ſo ordinary, to go out at a 
Door to be married — Indeed, 1 ought t to be taken out 
of; a Winden, and run away wich. | 


4 wh "Enter Humphry ak Pounce, 


Hump. Well, Couſin, the Coach i is at the Door. If 
you pleaſe Pl lead vou. 

Mece. I put myſelf into your Hands, good Savage; 
but you promiſe to leave me. | 

_Hamp. I tell you Fa, you "muſt not think of 
having me. 

Pouact. {To Cler.] You'll have Or portunity enough 
to carry her off; the old Fellows will be buſy with me 
| PH gain all the Time I can,” but be bold and proſper. . 

"; Naece-. Clerimont, you follow us. | 18. 
, ker the W of Love. 


boo unmodiſh to need Perſuaſion : Modeſty makes a Lady 
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| Enter Clerimont Ser. and Fainlore. 

Cler. Sen. HEN mne gave you this Letter, and bid 
T you read er 1 of Verſes? 

\ Fain. This is the Place, the Hour, the lucky Minute 
Now am I rubbing up my Memory, to recollect 
albyou ſaid to me when you firſt ruin'd me, that I may 


attack her right. | * 
- Cler. Sen. Your Eloquence would be needleſs — tis 


embarraſs'd — But my Spouſe is above that, as for 
Example, [Reading her Letter.) ** Fainlove, Ten dt 
«« ſeem to want Wit — therefore I need ſay no more, than 
« that Diftance to a Woman of the World is becoming in as 
« Man, but an Huſband: An Hour hence come up the back 
« Stairs to my Clejet. © OM 1 
VF Adieu, Men Mignon. 
I am glad you are punctual, I'll conceal myſelf to 
obſerve your Interview — Ob, Torture! but this 
Wench muſt not ſee it — RES -  [ Afedes 
Fain. Be ſure you come time enough to fave my 
; R utation. 3 . 4 ; a ö N 
ler. Sen. Remember your Orders, Diſtance becomes 
no. Man but an Huſband. | | 
Fain. I am glad you are in fo good Humour on the 
Occaſion; but yon know me 7 be but a Bully in 
Love, that can bluſter only *till the Minute of En- 
gagement — But I'll top my Part, and form my 
Conduct by my own Semtiments — If ſhe grows 
coy, I'll grow more ſaucy —*Twas fo I was won 


myſelf— 
C 6 Clir. Sen. 


6d The Toi DER Mustbutne Or, 


Cler. Sen. Well, my dear Rival — your Aſignation 
draws nigh —you are to put om qο, Franſpott, Du 
impatient throbbing Heart won't let you wait her Arri- 
val — Let the dull Famil gp and Huſband, who 

reckons hiß . Mbnients: by es, be xkoptent to 


Wait, but you are a 1 and meaſure Time by 
Extaſies. E | 
Fain. I Rear ber coming 24406: er PoR — good 
Huſband know your Duty, and don't be in ee. 
when your Wife bas a, Mind: n * 

your Fob: ary the Coal-hole 


ER Fur Mes: Clermont, oO 
PIER D . 
my n RY "Ret index Chr 


to my longing Arms — 


>. that falls, 
and: riſes as you ſmile or frown on be extetic 


ment! 


1 We was fomerhing like what has been, 7775 to. 


de. 

25 "Cher: Very Pe ainlove—T proteſt He 
—— = ora eel knew you had. 
Fare, e the Reſpect you ſhew'd me — But 


ho — — to make no J Advances, young 


S Why was I forc'd to admoniſh your 
Gallantry. 
"Fain. Why, Madam, 1 knew you a Woman of Breed- 
ing. and above the ſenſeleſs Niceties of an Fugliſßꝶ 
Wife — The French Way is, you are to go ſo far, 
whether they are agreeable or not: If you are fo. happy 
as to pleaſe, Nobody that is not of a conſtrain'd Be- 
havior; is at a Lofs to let yon know it — Befides, if 
the humble Servant makes the firft Approaches, he Has 
the Impudence of making a Requeſt, but not the Ho- b 
nour of obeying a Command, | 
"Mrs: Cler. Ripht — a Woman's Man ſhoukt cdoceal 
Paffion in a familiar Air of Indifference — Now there's - 
Mr. Clerimont; 1 can't allow him the leaſt Freedom, 
but che unf tſhionable Foot grows fo fond 'of me, h. he can- 4 
dot 7 u in public — ? 


L 
* 
r 
2 
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A Aye, Madani, I have oſten wonder dat your 


Ladyſſiip's Choice of one that ſeems to have o Hetle 


of the Beau: Monde, in his Carriage, but juſt What you 
force him to — while there were ſo many” pretty 
Gentlemen vt 17 4 I .FDaneing. 
Mrs. Chu O young —— hy. 
miſtaken, if you thank — as 3857 2 
Beau 7%, and ert 72 er 
to come in, and play about my Roonis, are ity Ways i 


Competition With a Munmwhoſe Name one would Ween 


- Fain. Ok! Madam! then I find we are 
Mrs. Ctr. A Woman of Senſe muſt have Reſet for 
a 1 but, alas l Reſpect — What 
18 ect is not che Thing — Refpeõ has 
ſome _ mn for ſoſt Moments ee fung, 
are more F * of Dalliance. — 

Cle. 
Lady 5 2 amen, her Pure 
Eſteem for me. 

Mrs. Cen. Befides, de Feltows ne we have 
Reſpect, have nene ſor us; I warrant on frch an Occa- 
ſion: Clirimont would have ruſſtod a Woman out of al” 


Form, while you —— 


2 . 
- Fhin. Since) then, Ae us FINER Fe ſoft Mo- 
ments, why do we miſmploy em. Let me kifs thar 
beauteous Hand, and claſp that graceful Fame. 
- Mrs. Chr. How, Fainlowe ] What, you don't deſigtr 


to be inent But Lips have a” cert n 
. 


em to-day 55 han'*t*they 1 m—_——. 
2 King.] Ne — they: are al Softne moms 
Their dehicious Sweetnefs is inexpreſſihle Here 


Language fails - Let me applaud e not the 
e but by the Touch of mine. * 07 


Enter Clerimont, Sen, ier his Seamba, 


Cler. Sen. Hay Villain!“ Raviſher ! Invader of my 


Bed and Honour! draw. 
| Mrs. 


Hew have I Vrong'd this Me | 


Ces. Sen. A good er. now my, Cai e comes 
on! a h in q 


—êꝓ— ea SS. — 
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ler: wo: Well, my dear Rival — PHF 1 e 
draws gi = WF en e 
e hrobh 905 Heart won't let you 7 + 1 
val— Let the dull Family- thin * Huſband, — 
reckons Moments by his b n Ibe koptent to 


wait, but you are a Gallant, and meaſure Time by 
Extaſies. 


Fain. I bear ber coming =426- your" PoR — ood 
Huſband know your Duty, and don't be in — — 
when | your Wife has a Mind: * in == 


yo Pol, iam ee hole 


8 . cles Ta er 


2 Mek harmer — Ob. 
to my — onging 2 Dew, oy | ee 1 


and riſes as you ſmile or froun ws CY th -Extatic 
ment: 


1 thipk chat was fomerhing | like. what has been. ſaid: 5 


R 4h 

Mr. Cler. "Yeu" er proteſt 1 value. 

| | ſcerning — I knew you had 
Aa dene all |, the Reſp Nebel you. hew'd me — But 
how came you to "make no dirett Advances, young 
S 7 — Why was I forc'd to admoniſh your 
Gallantr' 

Fain. Why, Madam, I knew you a Woman of Breed - 
ing. and above the ſenſeleſs Niceties of an Fughſs 
Wife — The French Way is, you are to go ſo far. 
whether they N = If you are ſo hap 
as to pleaſe, Nobody that is not of a conſtrainꝰd "= 
haviour; is at a Lok to let yoa know it — Befides, if  _ 
the, hamble Servant makes the firſt Approaches, he Hs 
the Impudence of ma 83 2 Requeſt, but not the Ho- . 
nour of obeying a Command, : 

"Mrs: Cler. Right —a' Woman's Man ſhould cogcesl 
Pafſlon in a familiar Air of Indifference — Now there's - 
Mr. Cicrimont; 1 can't allow him the leaſt Freedom, 
but che unfeſhionable Foot grows fo cr me, he can- 
not hide: 1 in public — ” 


BET =: ea Fain. 


dre more 


„ he Agoauriignin Fes, Gf 


ais. Madam, I have often Wwonder'd at wr 
. 4 {hn 2 bebe of one that ſeems to have: fo lintle 
of the Monde, in his Garriage, but juſt what * 
force him to while there were io gang pretty 
Gentlemen als e . 251157 en oil e 

: Mrs. Cn. © young Gentlemen, bur ure might * 
miſtaken, if you think 5 0 d as You, ang wu 
Beau Ti Mouſe, and-perr , t er 14 
to come in, and play abuut ni Rooms, are tity Ways in" 
Competition With a Mamwhoſe' Name one would wear: © 

- Fain. Oh! Madam then I find we are  -/ 

Mrs. Cier. A Woman of Senſe muſt have Reſpe& bor 
a Man of chht Character but, alas ! Reſpeck . What 
is] >" Reſpefis nor the Thing =="Refped bas 
ſome ſolkmn for ſoft Ni — Yow Things 
or Hours of Dalliance. — 0 
e ee How bate I wrong'd His fide _ 
Lady 254244 te bea. erer f ber pure 
Eſteem for me. } 

Mrs. Olen. Beſides, thoſe Fellows ie we bare 
Reſpect, have nene for us; I warrant on fach an * 
ſion: Clarimont would have ruſſtod a Woman out of "al 
Form, while vou 

ler. Sen. A good - Hikhwbl_ns now my, Cale vines. | 
one __— 4. 

Fain. Sineey then, you: low INE? thy bolt Mo- 
ments, why do we miſemploy em. Let me fs that 
beauteous Hand, and claſp that graceful Frame. 

Mrs. Chr. How, . What, you don't deſgn 
— 8. inen But my 1 5 K 

hneſs on em to-day; han't they: 

King.] Ne — they are alÞ Sefint, — 
Tir deHicious* Sweetnefs is a rae by Here 
anguage fails — Let me applau * not b the 
rterance but by the Touet of mine. i a 


Enter Clerimont, Sen. — his n 


Cler. Sen. Hay Villain Raviſher! Invader of my 
Bed and Honour! draw. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Cler. What means this Inſolence — this In- 
teuſion into my Privaey? What, do you come into 
my 3 4g beet Who rp et 
e. Sen. My Injuries Van W HAR ee and ru, 
hou no longer, enen the Author 
9 m. 
155 Cl. 0 poor Mr. Faiabv =o Muſt he die 
ſor his Complaiſance, and innocent Freedoms with 
me? How could you, if you might? Oh! the ſweet. 
Youth ! What, fight Mr. Fainleve ? What will the 


Lane in foyt 

me come at the Intruder on Ladies pri- 
Ki 1 * — The unfaſhionable Monſter — I'll 
prevent all future Interruption from him — Let me 
come [ Drawing his Sword. 
Mrs. Cr. O the brave pretty Creature! Look: at 
his Youth and Innocence He is not made for 
ſuch rough Encounters —— Stand behind me 
Poor Fat f* —- There is not a Viſit in Town, Sir, 
| where you ſhall not be diſplayed at full Length for 
this Inirufion —— I baniſh you for erer from my 

Sight and Bed. 
Ce. Sen. I obey you, Madam, for Diſtance i is be- 
coming in no Man —＋ an Huſband [Giving ber the 

Letter, which fbe reads, 2 alls into a Swoon,) I've 
gone too far-— [lifſng The Impertinent was 

guilty of nothing but > = my Indiſcretion led her to 
2 the ras 2 theſe ix Weeks — 
but awakes. We N on topp'd your 
Part, indeed Come to 5 2 ready 
willin Fair One Thou no Vanities. no Nice- 


ties; but art thankful for every Inſtance of Love that 
I beſtow on thee =—— [Embracing ber. 


8 


Mrs. Chr. What, am I then abus d! E Wenek. 
then of his? Oh mel Was ever poor abus'd Wife, 
poor innocent Lady thus injur d! 


Tm and — e Sword. 
Cler. 
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Cle. Sen. Oh the brave pretty Creature! Hurt 
Mr. Fainleve'! Look at his Youth, his Innocence — 
Ha! ha! I [Interpofing« 

-- Fain. Have 3 Che, have a Care, dear Te — e 
vy myſelf ſhe'll have no Mercy. 

3 Cler. li be the Death of her —— let me come 
on Stand from between us, Mr. Clerimont 
I would not hurt you. | [ Puſhin and crying. 

Cler. Sen. Run, run, Jenny. Exit Jenny. 

© [Looks at her upbraidingly before he ſpeaks. 
Well, Madam, are theſe the innocent Freedoms you 
claim'd of me? Have I deſerv'd this? How has there 
been a Moment of yours ever interrupted with the real. 
Pangs I ſuffer? The daily Importunities of Creditors, 
who become ſo by ſerving your profuſe Vanities ; Did 
Jever murmur at ſupplying any of your Diverſions, 
while I believ'd em (as you call'd 'em) harmleſs ? Muſt, 
then, thoſe Eyes, that us'd to glad my Heart with- their 
familiar —— hang down with Guilt? Guilt has 
transform'd thy whole Perſon ; nay, the very Memory 
of it Fly from my growing Paſſion. 

Mrs. Chr. I cannot fly, nor bear it — Oh! look not 
Cler. Sen. What can ow ſay ? ſpeak quickly. 

[Offering to draw. 

Mrs. Cher. I never ſaw you mov'd before Don't 
murder me, Impenitent ; I'm wholly in your Power as 
a Crane, but remember F have been ſo in a tender 


Regar 
| Ee. Sen. But how have you conſider'd that Regard ? 
Mrs. Cler. Is't poſſible you can forgive what you 
enſnar'd me into ? — Oh! n kindly =— You 
know I have only err'd in my Intention, nor ſaw my 
Danger, till, by this honeſt Art, you had ſhown me 
what *tis to venture to the utmoſt Limit of what is 
lawful. You laid that Train, Pm ſure, to alarm, not 
to betray, my Innocence Mr. Clerimont ſcorns 
ſuch Baſeneſs ! Therefore 1 kneel I weep, I am 
convinc c. Kuceli. 


* Sen. tales her up embracing her. 
Chr. 
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Cler. Sen. Then lenerl, and wucep m more my 
Faireſt my KeconciP& !: fo in a Moment, 
for know I cannot (without wringing my own Heart,) 
give you the leaſt Compunction he in Humour 
ſhall be your own Fault, if eber there's a 8 
more on this Subject. ob 
Mrs. Chr. I muſt correct every Idea chbe m 
Mind; and learn every ee of aher awd 
I deteſt the Thing I Was. 
Gler. Sen. No, no — A miſt not do e Our Jo, 
and Grief, Honour and Reproach, are che ſame ;. you 


muſt ſlide out of your ye ed by. Degrees; ſo that ĩt 


max appear your Own Act. 2 No d 
Mrs. Ces. But this Wench! — Rt 1 gn 


r. Sen. She is already out of — Way Von | 
ſtall ſee the Cataſtro ophe of her Fate yourſelf —=» But! 
ſtill keep up the fine Lady till we go out of To vn 
You — return to it with as decent Airs as pleaſe 
— And now T have ſhown you your Error, P min ſo 
nent ns as to r ow a r on the Occa-' 
0 


1 — Tr) end #3 


. bs 2 a gain Minds, true Tae rear: . 

7 1 to conquer, than convince, the Fai aire bes. g 
Enter Pounce, cuith Papers.” +) ./ 1 

14 7 able; Chairs; Pen, Ink; and Paper} 

Fs "Tis a Delight to vatf theſt old Raſcals, ang | 
ſet em at Variance about Stakes, which I know neither 

of em will ever have Poſſeſſion of.” 
Euter Tipkin, and Sir fy Ls bi 
CON Da you, defign, Sir Harry, that they ſhall — 


an Eſtate in their own Hands, ang: hee Houſe, — 


ſelves, poor Things? 

Sir Har: No, no, Sir, I know herters they mall go. 
down into the Country, and live with mey not tonch a 
Farthing of Money, but having all Things neceſſary 
"ie. ey ſnall go tame: about the Hcuſe, and 


* * 18 . 415 £ 


4A 3 4 . | - Tips 
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' Tip.. Well, Sir Harry, then conſidering that au hu- 
man Things are ſubject to change, 1 it behoves every. Man 
that has a juſt; Aaunse of Marul, to take came of his: 

ney . 
n 1 don? t inen what you mean, Brother 
What do you drive at, Brother: 

„775. This Inſtrument is executed you, your Son, 
and my Niece, which diſcharges me of all Retroſpects. 
Sir Har. It is conſeſs d, Brother; but what then? — __ 

| ' Tips All that remains is, That you pay me for the 
young Lady's twelve Years Beard, as 5 d all other 
Charges, as Wearing Apparel, He. 

Sir Har. What is this you ſay : Did 1 give you my 
Diſcharge from all Retroſpodts, as you call it, and after 

all do ou come with this and t'other, and all that? I 
find you are, 1 all You, Sa, to your Face Tl ons 
a 2 | 1 1 
Tip. I find, 50 has you are, „Sir Harry. en 

e Whar am I, Sir? What amol? 0% Went! 

72 y, Sir, , YOU axe an 14 % ble 

8 Har. Sir I ſcorn — Ward, I I am not angry 
no Mr: Poutcd is my Witneſs, I am as gentle as a 
Lamb . Would it not make any Fleſh alive angry, to _ 
a cloſe Hunks come after all with a Demand of —— 

Tip. Mr. Pounce, pray inform Sir Harry in this Paine: 

Pouhce.: Indeed, Sir Harry, I muſt tell you; plainly, that 
Mr. Tiplin, in this, demands nothing but what he may 
recover For tho! this Caſe may be conſiderꝭd Mauls. 
feria; chat is to ſay, as tis uſuallx, commonly, Hitalim, 
or vulgarlyerpteſß d- Vet, I ſay, when we fnly ob- 
fot, Ih Bate & Power is ſettled as the Law requires, A/- 
ſenſu Patris, by the Conſent of the Father — That Cir- 
cumſtancd imports you are well acquainted Wich the 
Advantages>which acerue 1 * Family, by this Alli “?“ 
abes, which corroborates Tiptin's Demand, NE : 

: avoidgall: ————ů rh 2 s 12 

Sir Har. Why then I find you are his Advilerin ll: 
this.. oM 54 15 ole er. 

Pounce. Boot ye, Sit fur. bow you love te gro- 


n | Wote 
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mote among my Clients a Underſtanding; tho! 
Mr. Tiphin may claim Four Thouſand Pounds, I'II engage | 
for him, and 1 know him fo well, that he ſhall ta 
Three Thouſand Nine Hundred and Ninety- eight 8 | 
Four Shillings, and Eight-pence Farthing. 

Tip. Indeed, Mr. Pownce, you are too hard upon me. 

Pounce, You malt confider a little, Sir W 1 is your 
Brother, 

Sir Har Thres Thouſand Nine Hundred and Ninety- 
eight Pounds, Four Shillings, and Eight-pence. F aan : 

For what, I ſay ? for wore Sipd +. © 

Pounce. For what, Sir! For what ſhe hn; Sir;: a 
nne Lady is always in want, Sir— Her very Tloaths . 
would come to that Money in half the Time. | 

Sir Har. Three Thouſand Nine Hundred and Ninety- 
eight Pounds, Four Shillings and Eight-pence Farthing 
| = eee ! Pray. how _ Suits does ſhe wear out in 
- A Year 

Pounce. Oh, dear: Sir, a ane Lady's Cloaths are e not 
old by being worn, but by being ſeen.” 

Sir Har. Well, I'll fave her Cloaths for the foture, 
after I have got ber! into the Country — Il warrant her 
ſhe ſhall not appear more in this wicked Town, where 
Cloaths are worn out by Sight — And as to what you 

255 I tell you, Sir, tis Extor tion? 

Sir Harry, do you accuſe me of Extortion ? 

Sil Har. Ves, 1557 l ſay EAtortion. 

71 p. Mr. Pownce, write down that — There ne very 

Laws provided againſt Scandal and Calumny — 
is of Reputation may tend to Loſs of Money 

Taue. Item, For having accus'd Mr. Nis of Ex- 
tortion. , 
Sir Har. Nay, if ee Hee. 
Mr. Tiphin, this is an Inventory of ſuch Goods ay wers 
left to my Niece Bridget by her deceas'd Father, and. 
which Le ſhall be forthcoming at her Marriage to 
my 6 

Imprimis, A golden Locket of her Mother's, with ſome - 
: —_ very ingenious in Latin on the ts LITE" '\ 

tem, 
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lem, A Couple of Muſquets, with two Shoulder-belts 
and Bandelier s. 
Item, A large Silver Caville-cups with a true Sm 5 
engraven on it. 
 —Pources But, Sir Harry bf Ks 
Sir Har. Item, A Baſe Viol, with almoſt a Fs Suing 
to it, and only a ſmall Hole on the Back. Pt 
Paounce. But nevertheleſs, Sir 
Sir Har. This is the Furniture of my Brothers Bed 
chamber that follows — A Suit of Tapeſtry Hangings, 
with the Story of Juditb and Holofernes, torn only where 
the Head ſhould have been off -an old Bedſted curiouſly 
wrought about the Poſts, conſiſting of two Load of 
Timber. A Hone, a Baſon, three Razors, and a Comb- 
Caſe — Look ye, Sir, 8 can tem it. 
Pownce, Alas! Sir Harry, if nad ten Quire of | 
hems,” "ris all anfiver'd in the Word Retroſpect 


Sir Har. Why then, Mr. Fauna and Mr. To you 
are both Raſcals. | 


Tip. Do you call me Raſcal, Sir Harry t | 


Sir Har. Yes, Sir. 


3 it down, Mr. Penner — at the End of. 
the 


Sir Har. If you have Room, Mr. Pounce — Put down | 


Villain, Son of a Where, 3 anke and 
Scoundrel. 


Tip. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harvey, he cannot write ſo faſt, 
you are at the Word Villain — Son of a Whore, I take 
it, was next === You ow make * Account as large as 

you pleaſe, Sir Harry 

OST Har Come, come, 1 won't be ud 8 


Hark ye, Sirrah, draw — What do you do at this End 
of the Town without a Sword ? — Draw, I ſay —— 


Tip. Sir Harry, you are a Milita Man, x Colonel 
of the Kilitia. 2h 


'Sir Har. 1 am fo, 88 und will. n N an - 


rorting Dog as you through the Guts, to ſhow the 
Nini! is uſeful. 


* Pounce. Oh dear, oh . am 1 con- 
AN cern d 
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oat, to ſee Perſons: of your Figure thus mov'd — 
he Wedding is mY in Wen ſettle theſe things 


— 18. — i & 2 544 6 5-9 
77%. I am calm. 


Sir Har. Ti plin, live theſe two Hour bat expeſi— 


Eat „ Humphry Dae Niece, Mn. Clerimont led by 


Fainlove, Capt. erimont, and Clerimont Sen. 


2 


Pounce. Who are thels 2: Hey-day, who are theſe, Sir 
Harms, Ha! 52941 
=> Bar. om Bail, . Wedding-day —— 10 
tter. 4 ety / 

2 Hump: : Haw, —ç 4 Faber — Maſter Uncle— Come, 
yau-mult. ſtin your; Stumps, you muſt Ae — Come, 
old Lads, kiſs the Ladies 

Mxs. Oler.- Mx. F. 2 Se Harry, — beg Pardon 
for an In el o ma- propos know ſudden 
Ramiliarity is. not the lere Way — Alas, Mr. Gubbin, 
this Father n and Uncle of yours muſt po new: model'd — 


How they ſtare bothiof chem. 
Sir Har. Hark ye, Numps, who is this? you n brought 


hither ? nn Lady Mrs. Clerimont— 


What a Pox did you let her come near your Wife — 

: Hump, Look- ye, don't expoſt yourſelf, and play ſome 
mad Country Prank to diſgrage-me/ before her — I ſhall 
be laugh'd at, becauſe ſhe knows I underſtand better. 


Mrs. Cier. I congratulate Madam, pour coming 


out of the Bondage of a Virgin State A Woman can't 
do what ſhe will properly till ſhe's marty-d.. 1 1.0 tt 
Sir Har. Did you hear what ſhe ſaid to your Wife? 


* 


1 : Ee Aunt 3 Bifore 1 2 Ser ee of Dips.” e. rt 11 
Aunt. So, Mr. -Bridegroom,. pray "take "that 


| -Napkan,, 
and ſerve y vour Spouſe To- day, according to.Cafto met 
Hump., Mrs. 


8. ſt be Jan 
Nie. 6 3 OY . Lond or M 4 . — 


ui, i to Table — Beſides, tis ſo offenſively. weet, it 
ants that Hat gate arg fo delighted wah in 32 


3 


letimont, Pray know my Aunc: g pe 4 | 


C3 «+ 


6 
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Aunt, You'll. pardon-it, "ſince" we did not expect you. 
Who is this? JLAliae. 

Mrs. Cler. Oh, Mada m, I only ſpeak for the fupure, 
little Saucers. 7 ſo much more polite — Look ve, 7 
perfectly for the F rench Way, whene'« er I'm, admitted, I | 
I take the Whole upon me; = 

Sir Har, The French, ae xa have you to 


know 


Mrs. Cler. Vou wit at like 3 it, at Art dut of a a natural 


: Engliſh Sade büt that will come upon you, 1 De- 


grees — When I firſt went into Fran J was mortally 
afraid of a Frog, PRE a ide Tire 7 cou deat nothing 


_ elle, 2 Sall 


Aunt. 


at e "have! 4 kid one that You cat 


Fro s — Paw! P 


rs. Cler. Oh; 1 M re Frog and x Sallad are 
-delicious Fare — tis not long come up in France itſelf, 


but their glorious, lonarch has introduced the Diet 


Food by Taxes, and £ 
the Subject a grazing; but 1 725 1 defer eee 


which makes.” em ſo DONT; He eradicated all, groſs 
the Glory of the Monarch ſent 


ment and Diverſion of the Day. 
Hump. Now Father, Uncle n we o any fur- 


ther, I think 'tis neceſſary we know. who and who's to- 


* 
* 


gether — then I give either of vou two Hours to gueſi 
which i 7 DF will 


— And? tis not my. Coulin — io far 
TY: 2 i 
re . How! W do. you "Tay ? But. oh! — vou 


— ſhe is not your Couſin now — ſhe's nearer a-kin ; 


that's well enough — Well faid, Numps — Ha, ha, kat 


252 — 715 No, I don't mean fo, I tell you I don't mean 
fo 4 Wife hides her Face under her Hat. 


a. All looking at Fainlove. 
| "7; 19. W 1 thePuppy.: mean: 1— under aHat! 
Hunp. Wye, aye, mAh the, that's ſhe ——a g00d Jeſt, 


- Fa thy 1 
Sir Har. Hark ye, N. 2p What 1 8 Child? — 


"In that a Woman, and are 1 y m y'c F 
» Hump. I am ſure of hgh Fall NN to her 7 


\ 


— 


c 


js 8 to be hone 


: Cow n, hope you han't 
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Sir Har. Are you ſo, Sirrah.? then, Sirrak, this is your 
Wedding Dinner, Sirrah, = Do "re ſe, Sirrah, here's 


roaſt Meat. 


Hump. Ob, ho! what, beat a marry'd Man! Hold 


kim, Mr. Cleri mont, Brother Pounce, Wife; No 
8 Body ſtand by a young marry d Mann! , 
Runs behind F ainlove. 


Sir Har. Did not the Dog ſay, Brother Penne ? What, 
is this Mrs. Ragoir This Madam Cleriment ! Who 


the Devil are you OY but , who the Devil are 


| you too? 
* Humph and Fainlove off the Stage, felling. 
A [Alu.] Maſter Poiunce, all my Niece's Fortune 
will demanded now for I ſuppoſe that red Coat has 


her — Don't you think you and I had better break? 


Parnce, You r Be” hom 09. you pleaſe, but tis my 
Well, Bids Pont. 810 f 
e 144), un ou won not Ac 0 our 
3 dif poſed of wa +; 2 ere. 


Miete. If you ll for a little © white end your Curio- 


| ſity, vou ſhall have the whole Hiftory of my Amour to 
this my Nuptial Day, under the Title of the Loves of 


 Cherimont and Partheniſſa. 


0.40 Tt Then, Madam, your Portion is in ſafe Handa— 


Come, come, old Gentleman, tis in vain to 
contend ; here's honeſt * Peunce ſhall be my Engineer, 
and T warrant you we ben "out of all your Holds — 
Aust. What then, is) « Pownce. a Rogue he muſt 

have ſome Trick, Brother } it cannot be; be muſt have 
Gesel Leder Lie, for Pen fure he's honeſt. | 
{42a 3 to Tipkin. 
Cler. Sen. Mr. Pounce, all your Sift this 
Lady, ſhe has honeftly pu t As 1 Hands, and I TI return 
1 ras at this Lady's — ueſt. [To Pounce. 
Ponce. And the houſand Pounds you 2 sd in 
your Brother's Behalf, I'm willing ſhould be hers alſo. | 
Cler. Then go in, and bring em all back to make the 


©" heft of an ill Game; we'll cat the Dinner, and have 2 
Dance , or we ſhall 9 all Form. 


Ken 


% 


SY Sw „ 5 
* - 
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ww Re-enter Fainlove, Humphry, and Sir Harry. 
Sir Har. Well, ſince you ſay you are worth ſomething, 


and the has ſet his Heart upon you, III have Pa- 
tience AYE further. his + | 


Pounce, Come, come, Sir Harry, you ſhall find my 
Alliance more confiderable than you imagine; the P 
Poxnce's are a Family that will always have Money, if {+ 


there's any in the World — Come, Fiddlers. 


1 DANCE. lere. en 
Cler. You've ſien th! Extremes of the domeſtic Life. _ 
A Son too much confin'd = too Aar, 727775 4 
By doe Bond: you either ſbou d refrain, 
And only on their Incliuations gain; © 


ive, te obey maſt love, Children revert, 
While only Slaves are gruern'd by their Fear. 


- 


* 
9 — - ad 
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: B* rows, abo conſfam dar, 726 be, ae 0 + 'A ; 


— 


5 E P. « 3 L 


{2844 * 34s A Ai. 4 


3 ' 
O G uE 

9 . 
1! an wana, 
1 Ot MO 21% A D 921 ot 197 wh 2 


11 £5 Mr. E's Fer 2 


£451 4 * Za 


i 


For Liberty each other wage, 
From F orcigh Pole . th Englich Stage. 
No more th Plealian Jqualling Tribe , 
In 7 — unknown ;\ 710 B. 1 ak * A 


And lis e e ou know, t 8 8 0 | 
He and; t 2 e come 29 | bh 
T he Wonien' Jay . Funuth LY! iar. * 
nne * ar 
But b dA tons TH, to ſte” bk PR 
or wh s great — 775 nenn can 4 dan 


So Hall le Wo 1 - 217 th Play, 

At your Comman x fy; 

„Till then, forgiu Fl 2 Bear * 
You ſfhou'd ſuch ver ear, 

T le Nations, which cont n ya. 22 rewvere. J 


Let Anna? s Soil be known for all its Charms; 
As fam'd for Lib*ral Sciences, as Arm. 
et thoſe Derifion meet, who would advance 
anners, or Speech, from Ital 7 or France. 
Let them learn You, who wou'd your Favour find, 


And Englſp be the W of . 
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L D Boolavit. Captain Griffin. 
Young Bookwit, Mr. Wilks. 
Levemore. n s Mr. Mille. 
Frederick. 5 N Mr. Toms. 
Latine. | | Mr. Cibber. 
Storm. © 8 Mr. Pinkethman. 
Charcoal. ; Mr. Bullock. 


Victoria. 
Betty. 
Let tice. 


Conftables, Watch, 7 1 Coolmaid, and * 
Goal-birds. 


SCENE, LONDON 


p R OL O GU E. 


LL the commanding Powers that awe Mankind 


Are in a trembling Poet's Audience join d, 
Where ſuch bright Galaxies of Beauty fit, 
And at their Feet afſembled Men of Wit : 
Our Author therefore owns his deep Deſpair 
To entertain the Learned or the Fair; 
Yet hopes that both will ſo much be his Friends; 
To pardon what he does, for what b'intends ; 
He aims ta make the coming Action move 


On the dread Laws of Friendſhip and of Love; 


Sure then hell find but wery few ſevere, 


Since there's of both ſo many Objects here. 


He offers no groſs Vices to your Sight, 


Thoſe too much Horror raiſe for juſ Delight; 


And to detain th attentive knowing Ear, 
Pleaſure muſt ſtill have ſomething that's ſevere. 
1f then you find our Author treads the Stage, 
With juſt regard to a reforming Age; 


He hopes, he humbly hopes, you'll think there's dus 


Mercy to him, for Ay done to Jon. | 


Fl 


EPE - 


| | | | 
EEIL oGUuE | 
_ Of Sudden Self Een, and ſudden Scorn; 


For Man, to Man, &er Fortune made a Save 15 


That only on the Stage you fee Diſtreſs. 


e Nute Auge Ro Rf ute Ree 


Aloe the little Praiſe, Mirth to excite, 
And chije with Pity to chaſtije Delight, 
Fer Laughter's a diſtorted TON: born 


UR too advent'rous Author foar'd To-night = | 


Which when 'tis oer, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, 
Both him that mod it, and themſelves, deſpiſe : 
Mhile generous Pity of a painted Wee f 
Makes us ourſelves both more approve and know. 
What is that Truth within, ewhich Nature gave 
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Sure it deſcends from that dread Power alone 
Who" levels Thunder from his awful Throne, | 
And Boks: beth Worlds——yet Pears the Wh 2 | 
groan, 

is what the ancient Sage could n&er define, | 
Monder d. and call; Part human, Part divine: : N 
*Tis that pure Foy, which guardian Angels know, 5 
When timely bhey..affift their Care beloaw ; | 1 
When they the Good protect, the Ill oppoſe; _ | 
"Tis what our Sovereign feels, when ſhe beſloaus, | . 
Which gives her glorious Cauſe ſuch high Succeſ, | 
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S$. CEN k, S. Fang's Park. 
Enter Young Bookwit and Latine. 


. 


UT have you utterly leſt Oxford? 
B Y. Book. For ever, Sir, for ever; my father 


has given me leave to come to town, and I 
don't queſtion but will let my return be in my on 
choice—But, Tack, you know we were talking in 
Maudline walks laſt week of the neceſſity, in intri - 
gues, of a faithful, yet a prating ſervant— We agreed 
therefore to caſt lots who ſhould be the other's foot- 
man for the preſent expedition Fortune, that's always : 
blind, gave me the fuperiority. 

; #75 She ſhall be call'd no more ſo, for that one ac- 
tion: and I am, Sir, in a literal ſenſe, your very humble 
ſervant— 

. Bog. Begin then the duty of an uſeful valet, 
and flatter me egregiouſl;-—Has the fellow fitted me? 
How is my manner ? my mien? Do I move freely? 
Have I kicked of the trammels of a gown? Or 
does not the tail on't ſezm till tuck'd under my 
arm, where my hat is? with pert jirk forward, and 


little hitch in my gait like a ſcholallick bean FIG 
wig, I fear looks like a cap. | 


Lat. No, faith, it looks like a cap and gown | 
too? tho? at the ſame time vou look: as. if You, ne'er 
had worn either 

Y. Book But my ſword does it hang 2 140 
I look bold, negligent, and ereQ ? that is, do I look. 

as if J could killa man without being out of humour? 


A 4 Thor- 


— 
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I horribly miſtruſt myſel Am I military enouzh in 
my air? I. fancy people ſee 1 underſtand Greek. 


Pon't I pore a little in my viſage ?—Han't I a down 
bookiſh Jour? a wiſe ſadneſs ?—I don't look gay 
enough and unthinking, I fancy. 


Lat. I proteſt you wrong yourſelf: —You look very 


briſk, and very ignorant. 

T. BEcok. Oh tie—lI am afraid you flatter me. 

Lat. 1 don't indeed—1'll be hang'd if my tutor would 
know either of u:—But, good maſter, to what uſe do 


vou deſign tO put the noble arts and ſciences he taught 


u:—The conduct of our lives, the government of 
<ur paſſions, were his daily talk to us, good man:? 

. Book, Good man? Why Tl obey his precepts, 
but abridge *er—PFor as he uſed to advife me, Þ ll 
contract my thought: —as Pll tell you, Ja- For the 
paſſions, II! turn them all into that one dear paſſion, 
love ; and when that's the only torture of my heart, 
PH give that tortured heart quite away, deny there's 
any ſuch thing as pain, and turn Stoich a ſhorter way 
than e' er thy tutor taught thee—This is the new Philo- 
ſophy, you Rogue you 

Lat. But you would not in earneſt be thought wholly 
illiterate? 


Y. Beek. No; for as when I walk, I'd have you kad 
by my motion I can dance; fo when I ſpeak l'd have 


you ſee I read—yet would ordinarily neither cut capers, 
nor talk ſentences— But you prate as if I came to 
town to get an employment;—No; hang buſineſs— 
dang care, let it live and proſper among the men— 
I' ne'er go near the ſolemn ugly things again—P!! keep 


1 company with none but Ladies— bright Ladies Oh 


London] London! Oh Woman! Woman! 1 am come 
where thou liveſt, where thou ſhineſt. 
| Lat. Hey-day ! why, were there no women in Ox- 
; Ford ? 
JT. Book. No, no; why, do you think a bed- maker's 
a woman ? 

Lat. Yes, and thought you knew it. 

T. Book. No, no, *tis no ſuch thing As he that i is 


rot honeſt or brave is no man; ſo ſhe that is not witty | 
or r i is no r no, Fack—to come up to that 
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kigh name, and object of deſire She muſt be gay and 
chaſte, ſhe muſt at once attract, and bamſh you I dor't 
know how to expreſs myſel.— but a woman methinks 
is a being between us and angels —Sbe has ſome hing 
in her that at the ſame gives awe and invitation; and 1 
ſwear to you I was never out on't yet But I always 


| Judged of men, as J obſerved they judged of women: 


there is nothing ſhews a man ſo much as the obje of 
his affections But what do you ſtare at ſo confiderately ? 
Lat. Faith, Sir, I am wondering at you—how tis 
Poſſible you could be ſo janty a town-ſpark in a mo- 


ment, and have fo eaſy a behaviour look methinks 10 


you, as if I were really your footman | 

Y, Book. Why, if you'te ſerious in what you ſay—F 
owe it wholly to the indulgence of an excellent father, 
in whoſe company I was always free, and uncon- 
ftrain'd—But what's this to ladies, Fact, to ladies 
E was going to tell you I had ſtudy'd 'em, and know 
how to make my approaches to em by contemplating _ 
their frame, their inmoſt temper—I don't ground my 
hopes on the ſcandalous tales and opinions your wild' 
fellows have of em Fellows that are but mere bodies 
Machine:—which at beſt can but move gracefully—No, 
I draw my pretences from philoſophy, from nature 

Lat, You'll give us by and by a lecture over your. 


| miſtreſs: you can diſſect her. ey 


Y. Bock, That I can indeed, and have ſo accurately 
obſerved on woman, that I can know ber mind by her- 
eye, as well as her doctor ſhall her health by her 
pulſe—I can read approbation through a glance of 
Ciſdain—Can ſee when the Soul is divided by a ſpark- 
ling tear that twinkles and detrays the heart; a ſpark- 
ling tear's the dreſs and livery of love — Of love 
made up of hope, and fear, of joy and grief—— 

Lat. But what have the wars to do with all this? Why 
muſt you needs commence ſoldier all of a ſudden ? 

Y. Book. Were't not a taking compliment with my 
college face and phraſe t accoſt a lady—Madam, I bring 
your ladyſhip a learned heart, one newly come from the 
Univerſity—If you want definitions, axioms, and argu- 
ments, I am an able ſchool-man—T1 have read Ariforte 
twice over, compared his jarring commentators too, ex- 


_ Scoviſts. 
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Scotiſts and the Nominals differ: This certainly muſt 
needs enchant a Lady. 

Lat. This is too much on th' other fide. 

Y. Bock. The name of a ſoldier bids ycu better wel- 
eme: *Tis valour and feats done in the field a man 
ſhculd be cried up for—nox 1:'t ſo hard to aichieve. 

Lat. The fame of it, you mean 

Y. Boch, Ves; and that will ſerve—'T'is but looking 
big, bragging with an eaſy grace, and confidently 
muſtering up an hundred hard names. they underſtand 
not: Thunder out Villerey, Catinat, and Bcußllers; ſpeak 
of range towns and caitlcs, whoſe barbarous names, 
the harſher they re to the ear, the rarer and more tak- 

ing Still running ove: lines, trenches, outworks, coun- 
terſcarps, and forts, citadels, mines, countermines, 
Pickezring, pioneers, cent.yels, pa;roles, and others, 
without ſen or order, th-t matters not, the women are 
amaz'd, they admire to hear you rap 'em out ſo readily; 
and many a one that went no farther for't, retailing 
handſomely ſome warl. ke terms, paſſes for a brave fel- 
low—Don't ſtand gaping, but live and learn, my lad— 
J can tell thee ten thcuſand arts, to make thee known 
and valued in theſe regions of wit and gallantry, the 
park; the playhouſe— 

Lat. Now you put me in mind where we are What 
have we to do heie thus early now there's no company? 

J. Þook. Oh! Sir, I have put on fo much of the ſol- 
dier with my red cca, that I came here t'obſerve the 
ground I am to engage upon — Here muſt I act, I know, 
fome lover's part, and therefore came to view this plea- 
- fant walk—1 privately rambled to town laſt Nowember— 
Here, ay here—lI ftood and-gaz'd at bigh Mall, ill I. 
forget *.was winter, ſo many pretty ſhe's marched by 
me- Oh! to ſee the dear things trip, trip along, and 
breathe ſo ſhort, nipt with the alan = ſaw the very 
air not without force leave their dear lips, — 0h! they 
were intolerably handſome. 

Lat. You'll ſee, perhaps, ſuch to- hat Low to 
come at em 

T. Beot. Ay, there's it, how. to come e. em | 

La-. Are you gen-rovs,? 

1 e. Tn Lag ogg Tn 
i et. 
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Lat. You muſt entertain them high, and bribe all 
about 'em; They talk of Ovid, and his art of lovin g- 
be liberal and you outdo his precepts The art of love, 
ſir, is the art of giving—Be free to women, they'll be 
free to you; notev'ry open handed fellow hits it neither. 
Some give by lap-fuls, and yet ne er oblige, The man- 
ner you know of doing a thing is more than the thing 
itſelf Some drop a jewel, which would have been re- 
fuſed if bluntly offered. 

. Boot. Some loſe at play what they deſign a preſent. 

'Lat. Right—the {kill is to be generous, and. ſeem, 
not to know it of yourſelf; tis done with ſo much eaſe ; 
but a liberal blockhead preſents his miſtreſs as he'd'give 
an aims. 

F. Boo. Leave ſoch blockheads to their deſerved ill 
fortune Tell me if thou know ſt theſe ladies? 

Lat. No, not J, ſir, they are above an academick con- 
verſe many degrees ve ſeen ten thouſand verſes writ 
ia the Uaiverſity on wenches not fit to be either of their 
handmaids—l never ſpoke to ſuch a fine thing as either 
in all my whole life—''m downright aſleep o ſudden 
I muſt fall back; and glad it is my place to do ſo: yet 
J can get you intelligence perhaps— I'll to the footman. 

F. Book. Do you think he'll tell ?- 
Lat. He would not to you perhaps——bet to a bro- 
ther footman—Do you. but liſten at the entrance of the 
mall at noon, and you'll have all the Ladies characters 
in t2wn among the lacqueys . Vou kw all fame 


begins from our domeſtickt———- . 
T. Book, That was a wile man's obſervation—Follow 
bim, and know what you amn. Exit Laine. 


Enter Penelope,  ViCtoria,, Simon end Lettice. 

Pen. A walk — would be tog much for us— we'll 
keep the Mall—Bur to or telk— I maſt confeſs I have 
terrors. when I think of marrying Lowemare: he is in- 
deed a man of an honeſt charatter—he has. my good 
opinion, but love does not always fellow that—he. 1s ſo 
wiſe a fellow, always ſr precuely ia the right, ſo obſerv- 
jag and fo, Jealous —be” 5s dame'e!s indeed, but not to be 
commended: what good, be. has, has no grace in't: he's 
one of thoſe who's never highly mou'd, except to an, 


ger—Give' me a man tbat has N. N e 
uy 8 virtues. : | | 
Fa 
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Vid. Offer ive virtues, madam ! 

Fen. Yes—T don't know how—there's a ſort of virtue, 
or piudence, or what you'll call it, that we can but juſt 
approve. That does not win us — Lovemore wants that 1 
fire — that converſation- ſpirit I would have. They ſay 1 
he's learn'd as well as diſcreet, but I'm no judge of 
that: I'm ſure he's no woman's ſcholar ; his wiſdom he 
ſhould turn into wit, and his learning into poetry or 
humour. | 

Vie. Well, I'm not ſo much of your mind, I like 
a ſober paſſion. 

Pen. A ſober paſſion! you took me up juſt now when 
I faid an offenſive virtue Bleſs me; | 
[ Aumbling almoſt to a «fall. 

Z. Book. [catching her] How much am I indebted to 
an accident that favours me with an occaſion of this | 
ſmall ſervice ! for tis to me a happineſs beyond expreſ- \ 
ſion thus to kiſs your hand. * 
Pen. The occaſion, methinks, is not ſo obliging, nor 
the happineſs you mention, worth that name, fir. 

T. Book. Tis true, madam, I owe it all to fortune, 
'nekber your kindneſs nor my induſtry had any ſhare 
in't: thus am I till as wretched as I was, for this happi- 
neſs I ſo much prize had doubtleſs been refus'd by want | 
of merit. | | 
Pen. T has very ſoon you ſee loſt what you valued 
in it: but I find you and I, fir, have a different ſenſe ; 
for in my opinion we enjoy with moſt pleaſure, what we 
attain with leaſt merit—Merit is a claim, and may pre- 
tend j ly to favour ; when without it what's conferr'd 
3s more pnexpected, and therefore more pleaſing. 5 
T. Bock. You talk very well, madam, of an ha ppineſs 
you can't poſſibly be acquainted with, the enjoying * 
without deſert. But indeed you have done me a very 
' Gngular 1 office, in letting me know myſelf very 
much qualify'd for felicity. 
Vie. I ſwear he's a very pretty fellow, and how rea- 
dily the thing talks begin to pity Lowemore, but 1 
begi in to hate Penelope. How he looks ! he looks at her! 

J. Book. But judge, madam, what the condition of a 

aſſionate man muſt be, that can approach the hand only 
of her he dies for, when her heart is inacceſſible. | 

8 Ti very well the heart lies not fo eaſily to be 


ſeized 
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ſeized as the hand- I find pray, fir—I don't know 
what there is in this very odd fellow, I'm not angry, 
tho? he's downright rude.— But I muſt— 
Z. Book. But your heart, madam, your heart— 
— Lerne 
Pen. You ſeem'd, fir, I muſt confeſs, to have ſhewn 
a ready civility when I'd like to fall juſt now, for which 
Icou'd notfbut thank you, and permit you to ſay what you 
pleas'd on that occafion—But your heart, madam ; tis 
a ſure ſign, ſir, you know not me Or if you are what 
indeed you ſeem—a gentleman—ſure you forget your- 
ſelf, or rather you talk by memory, a form or cant 
which you miſtake for ſomething that's gallant. | 
F. Book. Madam, I very humbly beg your pardon, if 
I preſs'd too far, and too abruptly—1 forgot indeed that 
I broke through decencies, and that tho' you have been 
long a familiar to me, I am a ftranger to you. 
Pen. Pray, familiar ſtranger, what can you mean? I 
never ſaw you before this inſtant, nor you me, I believe, 
Y. Book. Perhaps not that you know of, madam.— 
For your humility, it ſeems, makes you ſo little ſenſible 
of your own perfection, that you o'erlook your con- 
queſt; nor have you e' er obſerv'd me, tho' 1 hover day 
and night about your lodging, haunt you from place to 


palace, at balls, in the park, at church—I gave you all 


the ſerenades you've had, yet never till this minute 
cou'd I find you, and this minute an unfortunate one 
— But this is always my luck, when J am out of th 
field. - 
Via. You've travell'd then, and ſeen the wars, fir ? 

F. Book, I—madam—I—All that 1 know of the mat- 
ter is, that Lewis the fourteenth mortally hates me. 
They talk of French gold What heaps have I refugd! 
—yet to be generoas even to an enemy, I muſt allow 
that prince has reaſon for his rancour to me.—There 
has not been a ſkirmiſh, fiege, or battle fiace I bore 
arms, I made not one in; no, nor the leaſt advantage 
got over the enemy but I had my ſhare, tho' perhaps 
not all my ſhare o'th* glory - you've ſeen my name, tho? 
you don't know it, often in the Gazetre. 

Pen, I never read news. : 


Entep 
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Eater Latine. 


al. What tale's he telling now, tro? 

Y. Book. You've never heard, I ſuppoſe, + ſuch 
names as Ruremond, Keyſerwaert, and Liege: nor read 
of an English gentieman left dead by his precipitancy 
upon a p?rapet at Venlo. — I was thought ſo indeed, 


wWjhhen the firſt account came away. — Every man has bis 


failings — Re ſnneſs is my Fault. 

Lat. Don't you remember a certain plage call'd Ox- 
- ford among your towns, Sir? 

J. Book. Shaw, away—Oh ! —oh! I beg your par- 
don, ladies; this fellow knows I was ſhot in my leſt 
arm, and cannot bear the leaſt touch, yet will till be 
ruſhing on me. 

Lal. He has a lye, I thi: k, in every. joint. Lali. 

Pen. Do you bear any commiſſion, Sir? 

0 Beck. There's an intimate of mine, a general offi- 
cer, who bas often ſaid, Tom, if you would'ſt but ſtick 
to any one applicalion, thou might'ſt be any thing —'tis 
my mis fortune, madam, to have a mind too extenſive. 
I began laſt ſummer's campaign with the renowned 
prince Eugene, but was forced to fly into Holland for a 
duel with that rough captain of the Haſſars, Paul 
Diack — they talk of a regiment for m me— but thoſe 
things—befides it will oblige me to attend it, and then 


1 can't fellow honour where-e'er ſhe's buſieſt, but muſt 


be confined to one nation when indeed tis rather my 
way of ſerving with ſuch of our allies as moſt want me. 

Pen. But 1 fee you ſoldiers never enjoy ſuch a thing 
as ret—you but come home in winter to turn your 
valour on the ladies, tis but juſt a change of your war- 
fare. 

F. Bosk. 1 had immediately a Bia to Holland. but 
your beauties at my arrival here diſarm'd me, madam, 
made me a mad of peace, or rais'd x civil war within 
me rather. Vou tock me priſoner at ſirſt ſight, and to 
your charms I yielded up an heart, till then unconquer' d. 
Martial delights (once beſt and 10 1 to me) yvaniſh'd 
before you in a moment, and all my. thoughts grew 
bent to pleaſe and ſerve you. 

Lett. Levemore's in the walk, madam, he'll be in a 
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Y. Bech. Rob me o'th' ſudden thus of all my Happi- 
neſs! yet eber you quite forſakeſme, authorize my paſſion, 
licence my innocent flames, aad give me leave to love 
ſuch charming iweetneſs, 

Pen. He that will love, and knows what 'tis to love, 
will aſk no leaye of any but himſelf, [Ex. Ladies. 

Z. Bock. Follow 'em, Tack. l 

Lat. I know as much of em already as needs, The 
footman was in his talking vein—the handſomer of the 
two, ſays he, I ſerve, and ſhe lives in the Garden. 

Y. Buck. What Garden ? | 

Lat. Covent Garden: The other lies there tco. I 
did not ſtay to aſk her name, but I ſhall meet him 
again, I took particular notice of the livery. | 
. Bock. Neer trouble thyſelf to know which is 
which, my heart and my good genius tell me, 'tis ſhe, 
that pretty ſhe I talk'd to. 

Lat. If, with reſpe& to your worſhip's opinion, I 
might preſume to be of a contrary one, I ſhould think 
the other the handſomer nov. | 

Y. Book, What the dumb thing! the pifture—No,, | 
love is the union of minds, and ſhe that engages mine 
muſt be very well able to. expreſs her own. But I ſap- 
poſe ſome ſcolding landlady has made you ſo enamour'd 
with filence. But here are two o'the deareſt of my old 
comrades, they ſeem amaz'd at ſomething by their action. 

Enter Lovemore and Frederick. 
Fred. How! a collation on the water, and muſic too? 

Love. Yes, muſic and a collation. 

Fred. Laſt night ? 

Lowe. Liſt ni gat too. 

Fred. An handſome treat? 

Lo ve. A very noble one. 

Fred. Who gave it? 

Lewe. That I'm yet to learn. | 

T. book. How happy am I to meet you here! 

Love. Waen I embrace you thus—nq, Eine can 
equal mine, _ [/aluting. 

Y. Book. I thruſt myſelf intruding'y upon you; but 
you'll pardon a man overjoy d to ſee 01. | 

Lowe, Where you! re always, welch, Jou never on 
intrude. 


J. Bock. Wat Were you talking of? ON : ; 
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Lowe. Of an entertainment. 

F. Book. Given by ſome lover ? 

Lowe. As we ſuppoſe. 

. Bock, That circumſtance deſerves my curioſity > 
pray go on, and let me ſhare the ſtory 

Lowe. Some ladies had the sales Jaſt night. 

T. Book. Upon the wa er too methought you ſaid # 

Lowe. Yes, *twas upon the water. 

Y. Book. Water often feeds the flame. 

Loos Sometimes. 

Z. Book. And by night too? 

Lowe. Yes, laſt night. 

Y. Book. He chofe his time well 
handſome ? 

Lowe. In moſt mens eyes ſhe is. 
T. Beck. And the muſick ? 

Lowe. Good, as we hear. 

Y. Book. Some banquet follow'd ? 

Lowe. A ſumptuous one, they ſay. 

Y. Bock. And neither of you all the while know Who 
gave this treat? hs, ha. - 

Lowe. D'ye laugh atit? _ | » 

Y. Book, How can I chuſe, to ſee you thus are a 
ſlight divertiſement I gave myſelf ? 

Lowe. You ? 

T. Book. Ev'n 1 

Love. Why have you got a miſtreſs here already? 

. Book. I ſhould be ſorry elſe: I've been in town 
this month or more, though for ſome reaſons I appear 
but a little yet by day, i” th* dark o'th' evening I peep 
out, and incognito make ſome viſits. Thus have I — 
my time but ill, were not ; 

Lat. Do you know what you ſay, fir — t lay it 
on ſo thick. 

Y. Bock. Nay, you muſt be ſure to take care to be 
in the way as ſoon as they land, to ſhew up ſtairs—L 
beg pardon, I was giving my fellow ſome directions 
about receiving ſome women of quality that ſup with me- 
to-night ;zcog.—But you're my deareſt friends, and ſhall 
hear all— q 

Fred. to Love. How luckily your rival Cifcovers 
himſelf, 

7. Book, I took five barges, and the faireſt kept for 


—The lady is 


\ 


. 
f 5 7 
FOOD FIERO ̃ —ͤ¼“Äs8Tͤ .- ION OO * » . a 


— — 
— 


ö 
0 


The LADIES FRIENDSEHIP. 17 
my company; the other four, I fill'd with muſic of 


all ſorts, and of all ſorts the beſt; in the firſt were fid- 


dles, in the next theorbo, lutes, and voices. 

Flutes and ſuch paſtoral inſtruments 1th” third, 

Loud muſick from the fourth did pierce the air. 

Each conſort vy'd by turns, 

Which with moſt melody ſhou'd charm our ears. 

The fifth the largeſt of 'em all, was neatly hung, 

Not with dull tapeſtry, but with green boughs, 

Curiofity interlac'd to let in air, 

And every branch with AXrAs nc and — pofies 
deck'd. | 

In this the feaſt was kept. 

Hither with five other ladies I led her whoſe beauty alone 
governs my deſtiny. Supper was ſerv'd up ſtraight; I 
will not trouble you with our bilt of fare, What diſhes 
were beſt lik'd, what ſauces moſt commended ; tis 
enough I tell you this delicious feaſt was of fix courſes, 
twelve diſhes to a courſe. 

Lat. That's indeed enough of all conſcience. [Alle. 

Love. Oh the torture of jealouſy ! Aide. Bur, fir, 
how ſeemed the lady to receive this entertainment? we 
muſt know that. 

Y. Book. Oh! that was ak height on't—She, I war- 
rant you, was quite negligent of all this matter. You 
know their wax. They muſt not ſeem to like—No, I 
warrant it wou'd not ſo much as ſmile to make the fel- 


low vain, and believe he had power to move delight in 
her—ha, ha! 


Lowe. But how then? | 

V. Bok. Why you muſt know my ober grew poe- 
tick — pull'd off my ſword-knot, and with that bound 
up a coronet of ivy, laurel, and flowers; with that 
round my temples, and a plate of richeſt fruits in my 
hand, on one knee I preſented her with it as a cornucopia, 
an offering from her humble ſwain of all his harveſt - to 


her the Ceres of our penial feaſt, and rural mirth— 


ſhe ſmil'd— the ladies clapp'd their hands, and all our 
muſick ſtruck ſympathetick rapture at my happineſs; - 


| while gentle winds, the river, air, echo'd the harmony in 


notes more ſoft than they receiv'd it. Methought all 

nature ſeemed to die for love like me. To all my heart 

and every pulſe beat time—Oh the pleaſures of ſucceſsful 
love 


— 


— . ¶ T — — * * 
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"nothing, | 
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love! ha, Lowemore! ha! what, haſt thou got a good 


| office lately—You're afraid I ſhould make ſome requeſt. 
- Pry'thee ben't ſo ſhy, I have nothiog to aſk but of my 


miſtreſs; what's the matter? 
Lowe. I only attend, fir, I only attend— _ 
Z. Book. Then Ill go on. As ſoon as we had ſupp'd, 


the fire-works play'd. Squibs of all ſorts were darted 


through the ſkies, whoſe ſpreading fires made a new day. 
A flaming deluge ſeem's to fall from Heaven, and wich 
ſuch violence attack'd the waves, you wou'd bave 
thought the fiery element had left his ſphere, to ruin 
his moiſt enemy. Their conteſt done, we landed, 
danc'd till day, which haſty Sc diſturb'd us with tco 
ſoon; Had he ta'en our advice, or ſear'd my anger, be 
might in Thetis's lap have flept as long as at Alcmena's 
labour he's reported : but ſteering not as we wou'd 
have preſcrib'd, he put a period to our envy'd mirth. 
Lewe. Truſt me you tell us wonders, and with a grace 
as rare as the feaſt itſelf, which all our ſummei's mirth 


I. Back, My miftreſs took me o'th* ſudden——1 had 
. // 17 5; hat dy dd 
Love. The treat was coſtly tho”, and finely order'd. 
T. Bock, I was forc'd to tske. up with this trifle. He 
that wants time can't do as he wou'd. 4937-34 
Lowe. Farewel, we ſhall meet again at more leiſure. 


2. Book, Number me among ycur creatures. 


Lowe. On Jealouſy! thou rack, jealouſ ) 
Fred. What reaſon have you to feel it? the circum- 
ſtances of the ſeaſt nothing agree - 8 
Love. In this time and place they do; the reſt is 
„ 1565 [ Ex. Fred. and Love, 
Lat. May I ſpeak now, fir, without offene? 
. Beek. 'Tis in your choice now to ſpeak or not, but 
before company: you'll ſpoil all. Li 


«4 


| Lax. Do you walk abroad and talk in your ſleep? or 


do you uſe to tell your dreams for. current truth? 

„„ hradod {nals gas ahh fret bl 
Lat. Why you beat out mine with your battles, your 
fire-works, your muſick, and your feaſts. You've found 


an excellent way to go to your wars, and yet keep out 


of dangei— then you fe aſt your miſtreſs at the cheapeſt 


\ +-4.- 08 
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rate that ever I knew! Why d'ye make em believe 
you ha' been here theſe ſix weeks? 

Y. Bock. My paſſion has the more growth, and I the 
better ground to make love. : 

| Lat. Vowd make one believe fine things, that wou'd 
but harken to you—But this lady might ſoon have found 
you out : 

Y. Book, Some acquaintance I have got however; this 
is making love, ſcMislar, and at the beſt rate too. 

Lat. Jo, ſpeak truth, 'm hardly come to myſelf yet, 
your great ſupper lies on my ſtomach ſtill. I defy Pon- 
rack to have prepar'd a better o'th* ſudden. Your en- 
chanted caltles, where ſtrangers found ſtrange tables, 
ſtrangely furniſhed with ſtrange cats, were but fix-penny 
ordinaries to the fifth barge; you were an excellent man 
to write romances, for having feaſts and battles at com- 
mand, your Quixote in a trice would over-run the world; 
revelling and ſkirmiſhing coſt you nothing; then you 
vary your ſcene with ſo much eaſe, and ſhift from court 

to camp with ſuch facility oy 
. Bool. I love thus to outvie a news-monger ; and 
as ſoon as I perceive a ſellow thinks his ſtory. wil ſur- 
prize—I choke him with a ſtranger, and ſtop his. mouth 
with an extempore wonder: didſt thou but know what a 
pieaſure *tis to cram their own news down their throats 
again ſ— _ 3 . 
7 25 Tis fine but may prove dangerous ſport, and may 
involve us in a peck of troubles: pry'thee, Tom, confider 
that I am of quality to be kick d or can'd by this L— 
. Book. Huſh, huſh, call it not lying; as for my 
waging war, it is but juſt I ſnatch and ſteal from fortune 
that fame which ſhe denies me opportunity to deſerve— 
My father has cramp'd me in a college, while all the 
world has been in action. Then as to my lying to my 
miſtreſs, tis but what all the lovers of liberty do.—Call 
it not by that coarſe name a lye. Tis wit, tis fable, 
allegory, fiction, hyperbole, —or be it what you call it, 
the world's made vp almoſt of nothing elſe. What 
ate all the, grave faces you meet in publick ? —— 
mere filent lyes, dark ſolemn fronts, by which they. 
wou'd diſguiſe vain empty filly noddles.—Bat aſter all, 
to be terious, ſince I am reſolved, honeſtly to love, 1 
don't care how artfully I obtain the woman I pitch 
upon. 
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upon.—Beſides, did you ever know any of them ac- 
knowledged they lov'd as ſoon as they lov'd—No, they'l} 
let a man dwell upon his knees—whom they languiſn to 
receive into their arms They're no fair enemy—there- 
fore tis but juſt, that | 


We uſe all arts the fair to undermine, | 
And learn awith gallantry to hide deſign. [Exeunts 


I. 
Enter old Bookwit, Penelope, and Lettice. 

O. B. M Iſtreſs Penelope, I have your father's leave 
wy to wait upon you, madam, and talk to 
you this morning; nay to talk to you of marriage. 

Pen. To talk to me of marriage, fir ? | | 
O. Book. Yes, madam, in behalf of my ſon Tom Boolduit. 
Pen. Nay, there may perhaps be ſomething ſaid to 
that. — 5 2 | [A/ge. 

O. Book. I ſent for him from Oxford with that de- 
fign, he came to town but yeſterday ; and if a father 
can judge, he brings from a college the mien and air 
of a court love my ſon entirely, and hope, madam, 
you take my thoughts as to you, to be no want of re- 
ſpe ct to you. | g Boy 

Pen. Twere want of ſenſe, fir, to do that. 
O. Beek, If I can remember my ſtyle to my miſtreſs 
of old, I'll eaſe Tom's way, and raiſe her expeRation 
of my fon. [de.] Madam, had I my hat, my feather, 
pantaloons, and jerkin on, as when I woo'd your hum- 
ble ſervant's mother, I would deliver you his errand. 
I married. her juſt ſuch a young thing as you : her com- 
pres was charming, but not indeed with all your 
ſweetneſs. 15 


%* 


"Pex. Oh! fir! | | 


O. Bock. Her neck, and boſom were the ſofteſt pil- 
lows, her ſhape was not of that nice ſort ; ſome young 
women ſuffer in ſhapes of their mother's making, by 
ſpare diet, ſtraight lacing, and conftant chiding. But 
*Iwas the work of nature, free, unconſtrain'd, 58 4 
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and — But her charms had not all that emanation which 
yours have. | 

Pen. Oh fie! fie! DO 

O. Book. Not thoſe thouſand thouſand graces, that 
ſoft army of loves and zephyrs, millions of airy beings 
that attend around you, and appear only to the ſecond 
fight of lovers. „ 

Pen. O ſie! Pray, good Sir, you'll leave nothing for 
your ſon to ſay. Go | 

O. Book. I did not think I had ſuch a memory. I 
find the women are now certainly daughters of the 
women before em.— Flattery {till does it. [ 4/ide.] Tom 
is my only ſon, and I extremely deſirous to have him ſet- 
tled.—I own I think him of much merit. 

Pen. He would derogate from his birth, were he not 
much a gentleman. But to receive a man in the cha- 
racter of a pretender at firſt fight 

O. Book. I'll walk him by and by before your win- 
dow, where your own eyes ſhall judge—T think there's 
nothing above his pretences but yourſelf ; but when one 
of ſo many excellent qualities beſtows herſelf, it muſt be 
condeſcenſion. — You ſhall not anſwer —Farewel, daugh- 
ter: we are but too apt to believe what we wiſh—— 

[ Exit O. Book. 

Pen. Tis as you ſaid, Lettice, Old Boolæuit came to 
propoſe his ſon. | 

Lett. I overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt 
night. — But, Madam, you han't heard the ſong. that 
was made on you.,—Oh *tis migaty pretty, the Gentle- 
man is dying for you, he ſays it, pure pure verſes. 

Pen. Whoever writ'em, he's not the firſt Poet I have 
made. They may talk, and ſay Nature makes a Pcet, 
but I ſay Love makes a Poet. Don't you ſee elder bro- 
thers, who are by nature born above wit, ſhall fall in 
love, and write verſes—nay, and pretty good ones, con- 
fidering they can tagg em to ſettlements : but let's ſee. 


To CEL I1A's Spinet. 


Reading. Thou ſoft machine that does her hands obey, 
Tell her my grief in thy harmonious lay. 


Poor man : 
To ſhun my moan to thee ſhell fly, 
To her touch be ſure reply, 
And, if ſheremoves it, die. 


. — PPP CC 
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The device is juſt and truly poetical. 
Knew thy Gli. — Ay, ay, there I come in, 
Know thy bliſs, with rat ture ſhake, 
Tremble ver all thy numerous make ; 
Speak in melting ſounds my tears, 
Speak, my joys, my hopes, my fears, 
5 Which all depend upon me. 
Thus force her, when from me ſhe'd Ay, | 
Zy her own hand, like me, to die. | 
Well, certainly notking touches the heart of woman fo 
much as poetry. I ſuppoſe the maſter is in the next 
room, tis his hoor, defire him to walk in. *Twill 
make one's ears tingle, a ſong o' one's ſelf. 
| ; [Here the ſong is performed to a ſpinet, 
; Well, doſt think, Lettice, my grave lover writ this 
= fine thing-—ſay'ſt thou? . ; 
| Lett, No, Madam. Nobody writes fongs on 
i thoſe they are ſure of. | 
5 Pen. Sure of me! the inſolent! i 
— Lett, Nay, I know no more than that he ſaid he'd 
= turn me away as ſoon as he had married you, 
11 Pen, Tis like enough. — That's the common practice > 
| of your jealous-headed fellows. —Well, I have a good 
mind to dreſs myſelf anew, put on my beſt looks, and 
| | ſend for him to diſmiſs him.-—I know he loves me. 


1 Lett. T never knew him ſhew it but by his jealouſy. 
[it Pen. As you fay, a jealous fellow love? —*tis all 
1 miſtake, *tis only for himſelf he has deſires; nor cares | 
if | | what the object of his wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he himſelf has 
1 ſatisfadtion— No, he has a gluttony, an hunger for me. 
| Leit. An hunger for you! I proteſt, Madam, if you'd 
let me be his cook, and make you ready, Id poifon 
him. But I'm glad Simon diſobey*d you, and told the 
Gentleman's ſervant who you were, and your lod- 
ing ; ; af f : 
: Pen. Did the rogue do ſo ?—Call him hither. 
Lett. Simon, why Simon. | 
Enter Simon. . | 
Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt turn you off, you 
ſaucy fellow, don't land ſtaring and dodging with your 
feet, and wearing out your livery hat with ſqueezing for 
an excuſe, but anſwer me, and that preſently, 
Sim. I will, Madam, as ſoon as you aſk me * 
| FX, 
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Pen. Not afore them Mr. Pert don't you know 
you told the Sentleman' s footman in the park who l 
was, againſt my conſtant order, when I walk early. 
Come, ſirrah, tell all that paſſed between you. 

Sim. Why, madam, the gentleman's gentleman came 
up to me very civilly, and ſaid his maſter was in diſ- 
courfe with my lady he ſuppoſed——Then he fell into 
talk about vails—about profits in a ſervice g at laſt, aſter 
a deal of diſcourſe between us 

Pen, Come, without this preamble, —what he ad 
you, impertinence;——tell that, do 
Sim. He aſk'd about you, and Madam Viearia.— 
I faid, the bandſomeſt of the two is my Lady. 

Per. Speak on boldly, Simon; Pm never angry at a 
ſervant that ſpeaks truth. 

Sim. He told me he ſhould be very proud of my ac- - 
quaintance;z indeed, madam, the man was very well- 
ſpoken, and ſhewed a great deal of reſpect for me, on 


your ladyſhip's account——He is a mighty well-ſpoken 


man, and ſaid, he found I was a ſmart Gentleman — ſaid 
he'd come again. 


Pen. Go, you have done your buſineſs. 
Go down, [Exit. 


Lett. Well, alter all, indie? 1 did not think that 
Gentleman diſpleaſed yon. 

Per. Had young Bookwwit his mien and converſation, 
how n would he exclude Lovemore / 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Mr. Lowemore is coming up, madam, 

Pen. He has not heard ſure of this new propoſal. 

Lett. * Tis poflible he may, and come to rant or up- 
braid your ladyſhip; I wonder you endure him on theſe 
occaſions. + 

Pen. I'll rack his very heart-ſtrings. He ſhall know 
all that man e'er ſuffered for his native miſtreſs, woman. 

Leit. His father, madam, has been ſo long coming out 
of Suffolk. — There are ftrange tricks in the world, but 

tis not my place to ſpeak 

Pen. However, his father may come at laſt; I will 

not wholly Toſe him; as bad as he is, he's better than 


no huſband at all-—=Stay i in the room, I'Il talk to you 
as if he were not preſent ———— 


Inter 
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Enter Lovemore. 


Love. Ah! Penelope! inconſtant! fickle Penelope | l 

Pex. But, Lertice, you don't tell me what the gentleman 
ſaid; now there's no body here you may ſpeak 

Tang. Now there's no body here ? Then I am 
| athing, an utenſil I am no body, I have no eſſence 
that T am ſenſible of —1 think *twill be ſo ſcon— This 
üngrate, —this perjur'd ! 


Pen. Tell me, J lay,—how the match happened to 


break off; 
"Love. This is downright whale, What! don't 
you fee me, madam? 

Lett. He had the folly, upon her being commonly 
civil to him, to talk of directing her affairs before his 
time: in the firſt place, he thought it but neceſſary her 
maid, her faithful ſervant Mrs. Berty, ſhould be remov'd. 
Lowe. Her faithful ſervant Mrs. Betty !-—— Her be- 
trayer, her whiſperer, Mrs. Lettice. Madam, wou'd 
you but hear me— I will be heard— _ 

Pen. Pr'ythee ſtep, Lettice, and ſee what noile is that 
without. . 

Lowe. The noiſe is here, "© was *ns Lthat make 


what you call noiſe—'Tis I that claim aloud my right, 


and ſpeak to all the world the wrongs I ſuffer, 
Pen. Cooling herbs well ſteep'd—a good anodyne at 
night, made of juice of hellebore, with very thin diet, 
may be of uſe in theſe caſes. 
[ Both looking at him as d; Aurb'd. 
Lowe. Caſes !—What caſes? I ſhall downright run 
mad with this damn'd uſage. Am I a jeſt? 


Leit. A jeſt !—no faith, this is far from a meary mad. 


neſs —Ha! ba! ha! 
Lowe. Harky'e Lertice—Til downright box you 
Hold your tongue, gipſy 
Lett. Dear madam, fave me—go you to him 
Pen. Let him take you. — Bleſs me how he ſtares, 
take her.. 
Tett. Take her 
Pen. Take =? 


@. , \ 


Lowe. Very fine——No, madam, your gallant, your 


ſpark laſt night ; your fine dancer, entertainer, ſhall 
take you He that d was your ſwain, and you, I war- 


rant, a fantaſtick nymph of the flood, or foreſt ; ha! ba! 
8 ha! to be out all night with a young fellow, — On! that 
„ makes 


— — —— — nn ef 


n round each other. © 
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ha ! to be out all night with a young fellow Oh! 
that makes you change your countenance, does it fo ?— 
Fine lady—You wonder how I came to know——why 
chuſe a diſcreeter the next time he told me all him- 
ſelf—ſwoon—die for ſhame at hearing of theſe words, 
—do— | : | | 

Pen. J am indeed downright aſhamed for him that 
ſpeaks em; whence this inſolence, if not from utter 
diſtraction, under this roof? | 

Love. Oh! the ingrate ! —Have not I, madam, two 
long years, two ages, with humbleſt reſignation de- 
pended on your ſmiles ; and ſhall I ſuffer cne of yel- 
terday*s—to treat you, to dance all night with you? 

Pen. Speak ſoftly—my father's coming down. 

Love. Thy father's coming down! faithleſs 


thou haſt no father. But to croſs me by night upon 


the water ! 
Pen. Well, by night upon the water—What then ? 
Zo,” Yes, alt vight. © | 
Pen. What of that? | | 
Love. Without bluſhing when you hear of it? 
Pen. Bluſh for what !— What do you drive at? 
Love. Can you then coldly aſk what ' tis I mean, thou 


reveller, thou rambler ; a fine young lady with your 
midnight frolicks ! But what do I pretend to ? 


; 3 
know not how with bended knees to call you Ceres, 
make you an offering of ſummer fruits, and deify 
your vanity ; —Thou art no goddeſs, thou art a very 
woman, with all the guile—Your barges! your treats ! 
your fireworks ! 5 | 

Pen. What means the inſolent! You grow inſuf- 
ferable. | * 

Tove. Oh Penelope ! that look, that diſdainful look 
has pierc'd my ſoul, and ebb'd my rage to penitence 
and ſorrow—I own my fault I am too raſh 

Pen. Th' imaginary enemies you raiſe are but mere 


forms of your ſickly brain —ſo I think, and ſcorn em. 


A diffident, an humorous and ungenerous maa, who 
without grounds calls me inconſtant, ſhall ſurely find 


me fo : She will be very happy that takes a conſtant 
man with twenty thouſand humours. 


Low. Is it a fault my life's bound up in thee, 
That all my powers change with thy locks, 
„77 


4 


new day! 
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That my eyes glote on thee when thou'rt preſent, 
And ake and roll for light when thou'rt abſent ? 

Pen. A little ill uſage, I ſee, improves a lover 
ſtrangely ; I never heard him ſpeak fo well in my life 
oe. 1 Ade. 

Low. Of you 1 am not jealous ; . 
Tis my own indeſert that gives me fears, 

And tenderneſs forms dangers where they're not; 
I doubt and envy all things that approach thee: _ 
Not a fond mother of a long wiſh'd for only child be- 
holds with ſuch kind terrors her infant offspring as I 
do her I love. She thinks it's food, if ſhe's not by, 
unwholeſome; and all the ambient air made up 
of fevers and of quartan agues, except ſhe ſhrouds 
it in her arms, — Such is my unpitied anxious care 
for you, and can I fee another 

Pen. What other? | £4 
-* Lov. Nay, if you make a ſecret of your meeting, — 
there's all that | ſuſpe@ in't.—Another ?- Young 
Bookwit is another. +, % YEP | 

Pen. I never ſaw his face. ——Young Bookwit 

Low. What ! not tho? he ſolicited a glance, with 
ſymphonies of charming note, with ſumptuous diihes ! 
Not when the flying meteors from the earth made a 
not ſee him !—Oh! that was hard, — 
that was unkind, not one look for all this gallantry! 
hut love is blind, —You can be all night with the 
ſon, all day with the father, and never ſee either,— 
His father was here this morning; ſeek not to excuſe, _ 
Il know your arts, and fee their aim to9—Go, go, 
take your .Bookwwit, — Forget your lover as he muſt now 


- wo [ Going. 


Hen. Hear but three words. 
Lov. What ſhall they be? | 
Pen. Prithee hear me. | f 
Lov. No, no, your father's coming down. | 
Pen. He is not coming, nor can he overhear us. 


There's time and privacy enough to diſabuſe you. 


Low. I'll hear nothing unleſs you will be married, 
unleſs you give me as 5 preſent earneſt of your ſelf 
three kiſſes, and your word for ever. i 
Pen. To give way to my ſatisfaction then—and be 
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2 again, you wou'd, Mr. Lovemore, have three 
CS —— | . : 
Low. Three kiſſes, your faith, and hand. 
Pen. Nothing elſe ; will you be ſo contented ? 
Low. PI expect higher terms, if you accept not 
theſe Quickly then. | "4B 
Pen. Wellthen, No, my father's coming? ha, ha, ha, 
Low. Laugh at my ſufferings !— ſlight: my anger. 
Is this „„ of my love; FL 
Revenge, revenge,—]il print on thy favourite in his 
heart's. blood my revenge. Our ſwords—our {words 
ſhall diſpute our pretences, rather than he enjoy what 
my long ſervices entitle me to, which is to do myſelf. 
right for what he intends an injury; tho' perhaps 
what we fhall diſpute for is better loſt. . 
Pen. Mr. Lowemore, you have taken very great liber- 
ties; you ſay TI have injured you in regard to another. 
Ils your opinion then of what you ſay you will diſ- 
pute for, ſuch as you juſt now ſaid——better loſt. 
| Low. Look you, madam, —ſo— therefore — as to 
that— this is ſuch—for that it—You don't conſider 
what you ſaid to me 5 
n 254 
Low. You ſhall by all that's —Vou ſhall repent 
this. | | 4. [# lings outs 
Pen. This is all we have for't, a little dominion 
before hand———Thefe are the creatures that are 
born to rule us, who creep, who- flatter, and ſervilely 
beſeech your favour 5 which obtain'd, they grow ſul- 
len, proud and infolent ; pry into the gift, the man- 
ner of beſtowing, with all the little arts th? ungrateful 
uſe to hide, or kill their ſenſe and conſcience of a be- 
ne fi. — | PIO 
Lett. Ay, ay, madam, tis fo——eT had a ſweetheart 
once, a lady's butler, to whom -I gave a lock of my 
Hair ; and the villain, when we quarrell'd told me 
Half of 'em were grey. : 
Pen. Ha! ha! ha! the ingrate——the faithleſs, 
as Lowemore ſays ——— - | | | 3 
Lett. And yet, Madam, the rogue ſtole a letter vut 
of a book to aſk me for it—as my next ſuitor found out. 
Pen. However, I am ſure tis in my fats to be ſub- 
ject to one of them very ſuddenly. 
| | P E 7» Letts 
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Lett.” Ah! madam ! the gentleman this morning 

Pen. The fellow's very well, and I am mightily 
miſtaken if my couſin Vickoria did not think ſo — 

Lett. And ſo do you heartily. [ A/ade. 

Pen. Yet I wiſh I had ſeen this young Bookwir be- 
"Fas Lovemore came to day. 

Lett. Til tell you how, madam Victoria has ne'er a 
lover, and is your entire friend—Now madam, ſup- 
poſe you got her to write a letter to this young gentle- 
man in her own name You meet him under that 
name incognito; then if an accident ſhould happen, both 
you and ſhe may be ſafe, and puzzle the truth: you 
never writ to him, ſhe never met him 

Pen. A lucky thought —ſtep to her immediarely— 
I'll come to her, or ſhe to me. 
Lett; I fly, I fly [Exit 
Pen, This is indeed a lucky hint of the wench, in 
which I have another drift too—Now ſhall I ſift my 
friend Victoria, and perfectly underſtand whether ſhe 
likes that agreeable young fellow ; for if her reſerv'd 

fily falls in i this defign on Bookawit, 

ſhe's certainly ſmitten with the other, and ſuſpects me 
to be ſo too — Mhat is this dear, this ſudden intruder 
love, that Victeria's long and faithful friendſhip, Love- 
az9re's anxious and conſtant paſſion, both vaniſh before 


a t in a moment: Why are our hearts ſo acceſſible at 


our eyes: My dear 


E. ner Victoria. 


Fia. Dear Pen. I ran to you well, what is't ? 
Pen. Set chairs and the Bohea tea, and leave us. Exe. 
Lett.] Dear Yi&oria—you have always been my moſt 
intimate boſom-friend—your wary carriage and cir- 


cumſpection have often been a ſafety againſt errors to 


me -I muſt confeſs it. [Filling her tea. 
Vid. But, my dear, why this preface to me 2— To 


Pen. You know all that has paſs'd between me and 


Mr. Lowemore. 


Ke. I have always approv'd him, and do now 


more than ever For tis not 4 mien and air, that makes 


that worthy creature, a kind huſband: But 
Pen. T rue, but here was old Bool this morning. 
5 . 
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ad my father's authority to talk to me of the ſubject 
of love. - Rp. | 
Yi. Nay, madam, if fo, and you can reſolve to obey 
your father, — I contend not for Lowemore; for tho' the 
young men of this age are ſo very vicious, ſo expenſive 
both of their health and fortune _ . 
Pen, How zealous ſhe is to put me out of her way! 
Falſe. creature! [ Aſide. But, my dear friend, you 
don't take me Your friendſhip out-runs my expla- 
nation Twas for his ſon at Oxford he came to me 
he is to talk with him before the door that I may view 
him by and by | 
Fiz. Nay, as one muſt obey their parents wholly 
-I think a raw young man that never ſaw the town, 
is better than an old one that has ran through all its 
vices— I congratulate your good fortune — There's z 
great eſtate—and he knows nothing, juſt come to 
town —— The furniture and the horſe cloaths will be 
all your own device for the wedding, and the horſes, 
when and where you pleaſe——He knows no better 
Pen. But one ſhall be ſo long teaching a raw crea- 
ture a MANNCT —oommm—_ . 
Vick. Never let him have one—'twill make him like 
himſelf, and think of making advances elſewhere: 
You'd better have him a booby— How could I think 
of the old fellow for you Look you, Pex. old age 
has its infirmities, and 'tis a ſad proſpect for an honeit 
young woman to be ſure of being a nurſe, and never 
of being a mother | 
Pen, Oh! that I had but your prudence ? But, my 
dear, I have a requeſt to make to you, and that is, that 
you would write him an affignation this, evening in 
the park—Pll obey the appointment, and converſe 
with him under that diſguiſe l. for the old people wilk 
clap up a match before I know any thing of the reil 
man—— And if one don't know ene's hufband, how 
can one manage him? that is to ſay, obey him? 
Via. Oh! pray my dear, do. you think 1 don't 
_underſtand—Oh ! and there's another thing —A ſcho- 
lar, makes the beſt huſband: in the world. 
Pen. Becauſe they are the moſt knowing 
Vidt. No, becauſe they are the leaſt knowing—But. 
Fl go immediately and obey your commands I wiſh 
4 74 | B 3 - you 
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you heartily well, my dear, in this matter. Ki her. 
Pen. I thank you, deareft—I don't doubt it indeed. 
Vidt. Where are you going now, my dear— Oh! fie! 
this is not like a friend---Do I uſe you fo, dear madam ? 
Pen. Nay, indeed madam, I muſt wait on you 
Vict. Indeed you ſhan't——Indeed you ſhan't. 
d T | [ Pen. follows. 
Pen. Well, madam, will yen promiſe then to be as 
free with me? — Thus does ſhe hope to work me out 
of my lover, by being made my confidant—But that 
baſeneſs has been too faſhionable to paſs any more— 
1 have not truſted her—the cunning creature—l begin 
to hate her ſo—PIl never be a minute from her. [ Exit. - 
Enter Old Bookwit, Young Bookwit and Latine. - 
O. Book. Well, Tom, where have you ſaunter'd about 
ſince I ſaw you? Is not the town mightily increas'd 
ſince you were in itſ;W © | 1 55 
T. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not have been fo impa- 
tient to have left Oxford; had I Raid a year longer, 
they had builded to me. FVV 
- Q. Book. But I don't obſerve you affected much with + 
the alterations Where have-you been? © 
. Book. No faith, the New-ZExchange has taken up 
Meno. an gien 
O0. Boot. Oh! but, fon, you muſt not go to places 
to ſtare at women. Did you buy any things 
Z. Book. Some baubles But my. choice was ſo dif. 
trated among the pretty merchants and their dealers, 
I knew not where to run firk—OQne little liſping rogue, 
ribbandths, gloveths, tippeths, Sit, cries another, will 
you buy a fine ſword-knot ? then a third pretty voice 
and curt'ſie Does not your lady want hoods, ſcarfs, 
fine green filk ſtockings—I went by as if 1 had been 
in a ſeraglio, a living gallery of beauties - ſtaring from 
fide to ſide; I bowing, they laughing —ſo made my 
eſcape, and brought your ſon and heir ſafe to you, 
through all theſe darts and glances—to which indeed 
my breaſt is not impregnable---But I wonder whence 
I had this amorous inclin ation? 55 
O. Beo. Whoever you had it from, firrah, tis your 
buſineſs to correct it by fixing it upon a proper ob- 
ject—But, Tom, you know I am always glad to hear 
you talk with the gaiety before me, that ycu do _ 
: A Where 
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where — But I have now ſomething of conſequence (that 
ſudden ſerious look was ſo like me) [ Aſide.] What I 
am going to ſay now, I tell you, is extraordinary 
- Y. Book. I could not indeed help ſome ſeeming ex- 
travagancies I have been forc'd to—But-——— - 

O. Book. I do not grudge you your expences, I was 
not going to ſpeak on't—tor I decay, and fo do my 
deſires, while yours grow ſtill upon you—Therefore 
what may be ſpar'd from mine, I heartily give you to 
ſupply yours — ' Tis but the juſt order of things 
ſcorn to hoard what I only now can gaze at, while 
your. youth and perſon want thoſe entertainments you 
may become and taſte—All your pleaſures are mine 
alſo—In you my youth and gayer years methinks 1 
feel repeated. 

T. Book. Then what can give you, fir, uneaſineſs? 

O. Book. Your affectation of a ſoldier's dreſs, makes 
me think you bent upon a dangerous, tho* noble courſe. 
That you'll expoſe a life, that is dearer to your father 
than your ſelf, to daily hazards; I therefore have re- 
ſolved to ſettle thee, and choſen a young lady, witty, 
prudent, rich and fair—— - 

T. Book. Oh, Victoria [. Ade] You cannot move 
too ſlowly in ſuch a buſineſs. ET 

O. Book. Nay, tis no ſudden thing Her father and 
J have been old acquaintance, and I was fo confident. 
of her worth, and your compliance, that I can't with 
honour diſengage myſelf. | | 5 
F. Book. How, Sir! when honour calls me to the 
field, where I may perpetuate your name by ſome 
brave exploit———— _ Ne | 

O. Book, You may do it much better, Tom, at home 
by a brave boy Come, come, it muſt be fo——— 
T. Book. What ſhall I do for ſome invention? ¶ Aide. 

O. Book. Let it be ſo, dear Tom it muſt be ſo. 

T. Book. What if it be impeſſible ? 
O. Book. Impoſſible! as how? f 
P . Book. Upon my knees I beg your pardon, Sir; 

am — | 5 1 
0. Book, What 8 
. Book, At Oxfor——— - 
0. Book, What art thou at Oxford ? Riſe and tell me. 
2. Book. Why I am married there, fince you needs 
muſt know. . O. Book, 
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O. Book. Married without my conſent ! | 
J. Book. There was a force upon me; you'll eaſily 
get all annull'd if you defire it: It was the croſſeſt- 
moſt unhappy accident—Yet indeed ſhe is an ex- 
cellent creature ! h | | 
Lat. How could he conceal this all this while from 
me ?—But I remember he us'd to be out of college 
whole nights we knew not where, [ {/ige. 


Penelope and Victoria at the window. 


Pez. The very man we met this morning; and I | 
employ my rival to write to him ! how confidently ſhe 
ſtares at the fellow, and obſerves his action! 

Vict. Betty, do you ſee with what intent, and with 
what fire in her eyes Ponelope gazes yonder ?—But take 
you that letter and give it when the old gentleman's 

one.——Goodneſs! —how concern'd ſhe ſeems ! Well, 
me women !— [ Ex. Ladies from above. 


O. Book. Let that paſs, fince the buſineſs is irrevo- 


cable What is her name? | 
Y. Book. Matilda, and her father's Newton. 
O. Bock, They're names I never heard before; but 


ON. | 

T. Book. This lady, Sir, I ſaw in a publick Aſ- 
ſembly; at the firſt ſight ſhe made me her's for ever. 
From that inſtant I languiſh'd—nor had vital heat out 
of ker preſence The ſun to me ſhed influence in vain, 
—he roſe and ſet both unobſerv'd, nor was to any liv- 
ing this human life ſo much a dream as me : All this 
ſhe obſery'd, but not untouch'd obſerved. She ſhew'd 
a noble pratitude to a noble paſſian ; favours I ſoon re- 
ceived, but ſeverely modeſt ones. | | 

Lat. Oh! that's preſuppos'd, you to be ſure wou'd 
ne'er deſire any other. | LAlide. 

Y. Book. We had contriv'd to meet o' nights. 
The ſweeteſt hours of love; and there was I 83 
One evening in her lodging — Twas as I remember, 
Ves, twas on the ſecond of December. | 
That's the very night I was caught ——— * * 
Lat. Tis ſtrange, a fellow of his wit to be trepan'd 


Anto a marriage I Aide. 


T. Book. Her father ſupp'd abroad that night, which 
made us think ourſelves ſecure—But coming home by 
1 
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accident ſooner than we expected, we heard him at the 
door — How did that noiſe ſurprize us! She hid me 
behind the bed, then lets him in. 

O. Book, I tremble for the poor young lady —— 
Pray go on How did ſhe recover herſelf ?\ 

Z. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little tals 
to divert him, and hide her diſcompoſure—which te 
interrupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſudden!y 
to one propoſed to him that evening This was 
to me daggers. | 

O. Book. But ſhe £ | 7 6 

Y. Book. She by general anſwers in that caſe ma- 
nag'd it ſo well, that he was going down, when in- 
ſtantly my watch in my pocket ſtruck ten—He turns 
him ſhort on his amazed daughter, asked where ſhe- 
had it—She cry'd her couſin Martha ſent it out of the 
country to be mended for her—He ſaid he would take 
care on't ; ſhe comes to me, but as I was a giv- 
ing it her, the ſtring was ſo entangled in the cock. 
of a piſtol I always had about me on thole occaſions, 
that my haſte to diſengage it fir'd it of —My mifſtrefs 
ſwoons away—The father ran out crying murder—L 
thought her dead, fear'd his return, which he foon: 
did, with two boiſt'rous rogues, his ſons, and his. 
whole family of ſervants—I wou'd have made my eſ- 
cape, but they oppos'd me with drawn ſwords; L 
wounded both; but a luſty wench with a fireſhovol 
at one blow ſtruck down my ſword, and broke it all: 
to pieces OE 

O. Book. But ſtill the poor young lady! 

Z. Book. Here was I ſeiz*?d—Mean time Matilda 
wakes from her trance—beholding me. held like a. 
ruffian, both her brothers bleeding —She was returning, 
to it What ſhould I do? I ſaw the hoary father in. 
the divided ſorrow, for his ſon's lives, and daughter's * 
| honour, of both which he thought me the invader—- 
She with pitying, dying, and reproaching looks be- 
ſeech'd Nc taught me what I ow'd her conſtant 
love—l yielded, Sir, I own, I yielded to the juſt ter- 
ror of their family reſentment, and to my miſtreſs's 
more dreadful upbraiding. Thus am 1, Sir, the mar- 
tyr of a honeſt paſſion | 
. Book, That I moſt _— is, that you conceal'd 

3. i 


34 The Lymc Lover : or, 
it from your beſt friend—I'll inſtantly to Penelope's 
father, and make my apology—He is my friend. ¶ Exit. 

Lat. This marriage ſtrangely ſurpriz'd me 
. Book. Why, did you believe it too, as well as 
the old gentleman? why then L did it excellent ly 
ha! ha! ha! 

Lat. What, the watch !-the piſtol ! ] lady ſwooning, 
her pitying, upbraiding looks! all chimæra! 
. Book. Nothing but downright Wits to keep my 
ſelf fafe for Vickoria. 

Lat. May I deſire one favour ? / 

. Book. What canl deny thee, my privado ? ? 

Lat. Only that you'd give me ſome. little ſecret 
hint—when next you L—are going to be | 
But to jumble particulars. ſo readily ! ys = 
| — cou'd, I Where at the beginning of your ** 

now the ending et 

Z. Book, Theſe are gifts, child, mere gifts; > tis not 
to be learnt—the ſkill of lying —E xcept humour, wit, 
invention, preſence of mind, retention, memory, cir- 
cumſpection, c. — were to be attained by induſtry 
You muſt not hum, nor haw, nor bluſh fort. 
Lat. Who have we got here? MH 


Betty Entering. . 


Ber. May I be ſo bold as to crare the liberty © to aft: 
your name ? 

Y. Book. My bri ht hand-maid, my little ſhe Ganymeds 
thou charming 2be—Y ou may aſks me my name 
for I won't tell 5 you till you do—becauſe Fd have 

the more words with you=—— | . 

Bet. Are not you Mr. Bookawit 1 

Z. Book. The very ſame, my dear. 

Bet. There then — He's a mighty pretty man. | 

| [Exit, Betty. 
T. Boek, readin g. You 25 avonder——this evening 
near Roſamond*s pond, onthe. other fide the Park. Victoria. 
Oh the happineſs! What is become of the girl ? 
Oh!] Latine/ Latine ! ask me fifty queſtions all at once! 
What ails me? Why this joy ?—Whoas this from? 
—Oh I could. die methinks this moment, leſt there 


ſhould be in fate ſome future ill to daſh, my. preſent j Joy-- | 


at. 


. why. doſt not afk me Anand the hs 
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Lat. If you'd but give me leave | 
Y. Book. No, do not ſpeak—Let me talk all, I fain 
would celebrate my fair one's praiſe, her every beauty! 
But the mind is too full to utter any thing that is arti- 
culate, and will give way to nothing but mere 
names and inter jections- Oh!. Victoria . —Victoria ! 
Victoria — Oh my Victoria — Read there. 
EY Lat. Well, I own this is ſubſcribed Victoria But ſtill 

I am afraid of miſtakes. 

T. Book, No-——Kneel down and aſk ne 
You don't believe that ſhe that would not ſpeak to me 
would write—But after all raptures and extaſies 
pr'ythee ſtep after the maid; learn what you can of hey 
fortune, and ſo borth— Get intereſt to be admitted 
another time. | Exit. Lat. 


Enter Frederick. 


Fred Sir, your ſervant. 

Z. Book. Yours, Sir, have you b with me? 

Fred. This paper ſpeaks it. 

T. Bobk. reading. Of a friend you've * me your 
mortal enemy — l ith your ſword 1 expect ſatisfaction to- 
morrow morning at fix in Hyde-park. Lovemore. 
Do you know the contents of this letter? 

Fred. Ves, Sir, it is a challenge from Lovemore. 

I Book. Are you to be his ſecond ? 

Fred. 1 ofier'd it, but he will meet you ſingle. 
Y. Book. The fewer the better cheer. 

Fred. You're very pleaſant, fir. 

T. Book. My. good humour was ever challenge-- 
proof—I will be very punctual. [Exit Fred.] I fall: 
into buſineſs very faſt There, thou dear letter of love 
—— be there, thou of hatred - There - Men of buſineſs 
muſt ſort. their papers I fear he ſaw. me put up-two- 
letters, 


Din, Latine. 


Oh, Jack, more adventures, another lady has writ. 

Lat. Let's fee it. 

Y. Book. No, always tender of rep. me is of qua- 
liy—4 gentleman uſner came with it] can't believe 
there's any thing in that old whim of being wrapt in 
one's mother's ſmock to be thus lucky —I fo ppoſe I 
v3 6 was. 
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was uſed like other children—They clapp'd me on a 
ſkull-cap—ſwath'd me hard, play'd me in arms, and 
ſhew'd me London — But howe'er it comes about, I have 
ſtrange luck with the women. 

Lat. But let us ſee this letter. 

Z. Book. reading. No, no—A woman of condition ta 
£0 /o. far—But indeed your paſſion your wit—My page, 
at the back-ſtairs-—— Secrecy and your veracity. 

Lat. There her ladyſhip has nick'd it—Pox, I'll be 
as humorous and frolick as you —You pert fellows are 
the only ſucceſsful 5 | 
T. Book. Well ſaid, lad—and as Mr. Bays ſays, now 
the plot thickens upon us, we'll ſpend our time as 
gaily as the beſt of em and all of it in love 
For fince through all the race of men we find ö 


Each to ſome darling paſſion is inclin ll, 
Let lo ve be ſtill the bias of my mind. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Victoria and Betty. 


Vik. FF HIS was indeed, Betty, a very diverting 
accident, that I ſhould be employ'd to write 
to her lover—Now I can't but think how angry my 
couſin Pen is — She frets, I warrant, at her very look- 
ing-glaſs, which us'd to be her comforter upon all 
occaſions. Ha! ha! hat | | 
Bet. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lettice's place for 
all the world Nothing to be ſure can pleaſe to- 
day; did you mind how ſhe neſtled and fum'd inward- 
ly to ſee your ladyſhip look ſo well ? Nay, indeed, 
madam, you were in high beauty e 
Yi. Yet I muſt confeſs I was myſelſ a little diſ- 
composꝰ' d I was aſhamed for my friend And 
then to ſee her fhew ſuch'a regard for a fellow 
Bet. But I ſwear, were I to have my will, you ſhould 
be always angry at me—lIt gives your ladyſhip ſuch a 
pretty fierceneſs, and quick ſpirit to your features 
Not that you want it—yet it adds _ 
Vi. There are ſome people very unhappily pretend 
5 0 
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to fire and life; there's poor ſtupid inſipid lady Fad 
has heard of the word ſpleen, and diſtaſte, and ſets up 
- being out of humour, with that unmeaning face of 
ers. 
Bet. Vou're in a fine humour, madam ———— 
Vid. Her ladyſhip's phyſician preſcrib'd anger to 
her upon which ſhe comes in publick with her eyes 
ſtaringly open this ſhe deſigns for vivacity, and gapes 
about like a wandring country lady She pretends to 
be a remarkef, and looks at every body —But alas ſhe 
wants it here—and knows not that to ſee, is no more 
to look, than to go, is to walk For you muſt know, 
Betty, every child can ſee but *tis an obſerving crea- 
ture that can look —as every pretty girl can go, but 
'tis a fine woman that walks. "= y 
Bei. Hal ha ha! 
Vid. But by the way there's Mrs. Penelope, methinks, 
does neither; I have a kindneſs for her, but ſhe has 
no geſture in the leaſt My dear f 


Enter Penelope. 


Pen. Well, my dear 5 
Bet. How civilly people of quality hate one an- 
other. a |; [ Afede. 

Pen. Well, my dear, were you not ſtrangely ſur- 
Priz'd to ſee that this young Bookwze ſhould be the 
ſoldier we met this morning? 

Vid. The confident lying creature? Indeed I won- 
der'd you'd ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long, 
Pen. You muſt know, madam, he's married too at 

Oxford. 1 TS 
Vid. The ugly wretch! IT think him downright diſ- 
agreeable But perhaps this 1s a fetch of hers 3 

he had no married look. _ Aſide. 
Pen. Yet J am reſolved to go to your aſſignation, if 
it be but to confront the coxcomb, and laugh at his 
lye Such fellows ſhould be made to know them- 
ſelves, and that they're underſtood. 1 

Vid. Pill wait upon you, my dear, — She's very 
prettily dreſs'd. [ A/ide.} But indeed, my dear, you 
ſhan't go with your hood ſo— It makes you look 
abominably, with your head ſo forward—There— 

{4i/placing her head.] That's ſorething—You had L 
b Org 
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fore a fearful, ſilly bluſhing look Now you command 
all heart — EA 
Pen. Thank you, my dear 
Vidt. Your ſervant, deareſt 5 
Pen. But alas, Madam, who patch'd you to day? 
Let me ſee It is the hardeſt thing in dreſs—l may 
ſay without vanity—I know a little of it. That fo low 
on the cheek pulps the fleſh too much Fold Kill, 
my dear, - ll place it juſt by your eye Now ſhe 
downright ſquints. TINT 5 [ Afede. 
Vict. There's nothing like a ſincere. friend for 
one is not a judge of one's ſelf I have a patch-box 
about me. Hold, my dear, that gives you a ſedate 

air, that large one near your temples 8 
Pen. People, perhaps, don't mind theſe things 
But if it be true as the poet finely ſings, That all the 
paſſions in the features gre, we may ſhew, or hide *em, 
as we know how to affix theſe pretty artificial moles — 

Vi. And ſo catch lovers, and puzzle phy ſioguomy. 
| Pen. Tis true; then pray, my dear, let me put a 

Uttle diſdain in your face — for we'll plague this fop 

here — that on your forehead does it. 
Via. Hold, my dear, I'll give indifference for bim; 

a patch juſt under the point gf your lip exactly ſhews 
it—and that you're dumb to all applications. 

Pen. You wiſh I would be. 1 IA. 

Vie. There, my dear. 

Pen. But, dear madam, your hair is not half pow- 
der'd Betty bring the powder-box to your lady 
It gives one a clean look (though your complexion does 
not want it) to enliven it. | 

Vid. Oh! fie, this from you! but I know you 
won't flatter me, you're too much my friend. 
Pen. Now, madam, you ſhall fee {| Powders her. 
Now ſhe looks like a ſpright. . 
Vids. Thank you, my dear, we'll take an hack—— 

Our maids ſhall go with us. Come, my dear friend. 

+ 2+ eee ee. 

Bett. Pray madam Lettice, be pleaſed to go n. 
L.eit. Indeed madam, Betty, I muſt beg your pardon... 

- Beit. I am at home, dear madam Lettice————— 

Lett. Well, madam, this is unkind l don't uſe 

you with this ceremony — we: [Exeurt 
FS ”_ | Enter. 
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Enter Young Bookwit and Latine after a flauriſp. 


. Book. Victoria] Victoria] Victoria! 3 
Lat. Make way, make way — By your leave 
Stand by — Vdtoria ! 3 
Formoſam reſonare doces Amaryliida Sylva. | 
T. Book. Well ſaid, 2 Let me ſee any of your 
ſparks beſides my ſelf, keep ſuch an equipage ! I don't _ 
3 but in a little time I ſhall be a finer fop than 
the town has yet ſeen——All my lacqueys ſhall be lin- 
guiſts as thou art—While thus I ride immortal ſteeds 


” 


bow my horſes ſte at me !——They ſee I am a 
very new fort of beau | ; 
Lat. This is rare—The having this noiſe of muſick 
But won't it be reckon'd a diſturbance — 
. Book. No, no, it is an uſual gallantry here But 
the vocal is an elegance hardly known before me here 
who am the founder of accompliſhed fools—of which Pl 
inſtitute an order All coxcombs of learning and parts 
ſhall after me be call'd Bookwits— A ſect will ſoon 
be more numerous, and in more credit than your 
Ariſtotelians, Platoniſts and Academics — 

Lat, Sir, *twill be extraordinary, and you are really 
a wiſe perſon—You put your theory of philoſophy into 
practice — Tis not with you a dead letter: 

Z. Book, Oh! Sir, no: The deſign of learning is 
for the uſe of life Therefore I'll Pte a family very 
ſuddenly, and ſhew my literature in oeconomy 

Lat. As how,'pray? _ 3 

- Y. Book. L'Il have four Peripatetick footmen, two 
followers of Ariſtippus for Valets de Chambre, and an 
Epicurean cook—with an Hermetical chymiſt (who 
are good only at making fires) for my ſkullion, and 
then I think all is diſpos'd—But methinks this fair one 
takes ſtate upon her But I am none of your languiſh- 
ers—I am not known in town, and if I misbehave, 
tis but being ſent back to my ſmall beer, and three 
half- penny commons and I, like many another beau, 
only blaz'd and vaniſh'd 5 


Lat. But you know I love muſick immoderately— 
How do you diſpoſe your entertainment? let em 
- begin 5 1 3 
Y. Book, Well, give me but leave The fiddles will 
* | | cer. 
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certainly attract the ladies, I mean the nymphs who 
have grotto's round this enchanted foreſt—-in the firſt 
Jace, your intelligences that move this vehicle—How 
the fellows ſtare ! ** | | 
Chair. Good your honour ſpeak to us in Fag. 
T. Book. Why then you chairmen Wherever [ 
move, you are to follow me For I mean to ftrut, 
| ſhine through the duſk of the evening, and look as like 
a lazy town-fool as I can, to charm em . 
Lat. But the muſick- 8 
7. Book. But remember, ye ſons of 2b#bus, brethren 
of the ſtring and lyre ; that is to ſay, ye fidlers, —Let. 
me have a flouriſh as I now direct When I lift up 
my cane, let it be martial——If I but throw myſelf juſt 
forward on it, or raiſe it ſ\moothly——Sigh all for love, 
to ſhew, as I think fit That I would die, or fight 
for her you ſee me bow to Well then ſtrike up 


% 


: * * « 5 


” $0O.NG, by Mr. Leveridge. 
ENUS has left her Grecian iſſes, 
Mb all her gaudy train 
'Of little lowes, ſoft cares und ſmiles,, © 
In my larger breaj# to reign. 
Ze tender herds and lif ning deer, 
Forget your food, forget your fear, 
. The bright Victoria awill. be here. 
| "IH. | 
be ſavages about me throng, 1 
Mo d with the paſſimm of my Jong, 
And think Victoria fays too long. 


* 


. Book, There's for you, Fack ; is this not like 3: 
fine gentleman that writes for his own diverſion ? _ 
Tat. And nobody's elſe. | 

F. Rook, Now L warrant one of your common ſparks 
would have ſtamp'd, fretted, and cry'd, What the devil 
fool'd ! jilted! abus'd !' while Tin metre, to ſhew you 
how well nothing at all may be made to run — 


The. 
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e Jawvages about me throng, 
Mow'd with the paſſion of my /ong, 
And think Victoria ftays ioo long. . 


Lat. I begin to be one of thoſe ſavages. 
Euter Victoria, Penelope, Lettice and Betty. 


Vid. We had better have ſtaid where we were, and 
liſtened to the charming echo, then have come in ſearch 
of that lyar. { 
Tat. Do you ſee yonder ? | 

T. Book. [Giwves the ſign and ſings himjelf.] Thus, 
madan, have I ſpent my time almott ever ſince I ſaw 
you, repeated your name to the woods, the dales, and 
echoing groves- | 

Pen. Pr'ythee obſerve him. Now he begins. 

Z. Book. I had not time to carve your name on every 
tree, but that's a melancholy employment, not for 
thoſe lovers who are favour'd with aſſignation | 
Vid. Pr'ythee, couſin, do you talk to him in my 
name.---Pl! be ſilent till I fee farther. 

Pen. The ſpring is now fo forward, that it muſt in- 
deed be attributed to your paſſion that you are not in 
the field, : . 8 6 

. Book. Vou do me juſtice, madam, in that thought, 
for I am ftrangely peſtered to be there, Well, the 
French are the moſt induſtrious people in the world 
I had a letter from one of their generals, that ſhall be 
nameleſs (it came over by the way of Holland) with an 
offer of very great terms, if I would but barely ſend 
my opinion in the uſe of pikes—about which he tells 


me, their prince and generals have lately held a grand 
court martial, 


Both. Ha! ha! ha! | | 
Lat. Theſe cunning things keep ſtill together to 
puzzle us—['ll alarm him. Sir, one word | 
Vid. Come, come, we'll have no whiſpering, no 
 meſlages at preſent, Some other ladies have ſent, but 
they than't have you from us. 
Both. Ha! ha! ha! | | 
. Bok. I hold myſelf oblig'd to be of the ſame hu- 
mour ladies are in, Ha ! ha! ha! Now pray do me 
the favour to tell me what I laugh'd at. 


Pen. 
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Pen. Why you muſt know—Your talking of the 
French and war, put us in mind of a young coxcomb 
that came laſt dials from Oxford, calls himſelf ſoldier, 
treats ladies, fights battles, raiſes jealouſies with down- 
right lyes of his own inventing; ha! ha! ha! 

F. Book, That muſt be an impudent young raſcal 
certainly! ha! ha! ha! | | 

Fi. Nay, this is beyond compariſon— a 

T. Book. I can't conceive how one of theſe ſneaking 


Academicks could perſonate ſuch a character: for we 


bred in camps, have a behaviour that ſhews we are 


us id to act before crouds ä 


Pen. Tis certainly ſo—Nay he has been confronted 
with it, as plainly as I ſpeak to you, and yet not bluſh'd 


for it, but carry'd it as if he knew not the man. 


Z. Book. That may be, tis want of knowing them- 
ſelves makes theſe coxcombs fo confident. 


Pen. The faithleſs ! ſhameleſs ! Well then, to ſee 


if poſſible ſuch a one may be brought to that ſenſe, 1 


tell you, this worthy hero two days ago was in bang- 


img-ſleeves at Oxford, and is called Mr. Bookawze. 
Ha! ha! F | 5 
. Book. Well, was it not well enough earry'd?— 
Pho, I knew you well enough, and you knew me, 
before you writ to me for Mr. Bookewir's ſon. But I fell 
into that way of talking purely to divert you—1 
knew you a woman of wit and ſpirit, and that aging 
that part would at leaſt ſhew I had fire in me, an 
wiſh'd myſelf what I would be half an age to ſerve 
hal pliat you—Suffer in camps, all the viciſſitudes 
of burning heats and ſharp affficting colds 8 
Vid. Look you, Sir, I ſhall tell Mrs Matilla News 
ton, your ſpouſe at Oxford, what you are faying to 
another lady — | Nd 
© Pen. Pr'ythee couſin, never give your ſelf the trou- 
ble to meddle in ſuch a work— hardly knows how 
to ſpeak it to a gentleman, but don't touch the affair of 


fo impudent a lyar- — 


Z. Book, Ha! ha! ha-! Why madam, have they 
told you of the marriage too? Well, I was hard 
put to it there. I had like to have been gravell'd, 
faith=— You were more beholden to me for that, than 
any thing. Had it not been for that, they had 1 
3 5 | ry” 
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ry'> me to Mrs. Penelope, old Getavell's grandaughter ; 
= great fortune, But 1 refus'd her for ras 
are a greater er 
Msn. ür, pray one a | 

5 and Vic. Stand off, ſirrah. 

-q - You ſhan't come near him, none of your 
d: om Gang. 

Pen. Then you Veg refusꝰd Penelope, tho? a greater 
fortune. What could you diſlike in her? | 

Z. Book. The whole woman——Her perſon, nor 
carriage pleaſe me. She is one of thoſe women of 
condition, who do and ſay what they pleaſe with an 
aſſur'd air, and think that? s enough, only to be car's 
fine miſtreſs ſuch a one's manner 
Pen. This is not to be endur'd—T do aſſure you, 
Sir, Mrs. Penelope has refus'd your betters. 

Y. Beek. I don't much value my betters in her judg- 
ment—But. am ſorry to ſee: you concern'd for her. 
When 1 have been at church, where I firſt ſaw you. 
I've ſeen the gay giddy thing in a gallery watching 
eyes to make curt'ſies. She is indeed a very ceremoni- 
ous church- woman, and never is guilty of a fin of 
omiſſion to any lady of quality 2 eye-ſhot—in 
Mort, 1 don't like the woman, and wou "a go to Tunis 
or Aleppo for a; wife, before Pd take her 

Vidt. I cannot bear this of my friend: if you go on 
Six, at this rate, Tunis or Aleppo are the propereſt pla- 
ces for you to ſhew your gallantry in, twill never ba 
received by any here hope ſhe believes me. ¶ Ade. 

Pen. The lady's in the right on't, who can cons 
fide in a known common impoſtor? 

Z. Book. Ah madam! how can you uſe 2 man that 
loves you, ſo unjuſtly ?—But call-me what you will, 
lar, cheat, impoſtor——do but add, your ſervant, and 
Jam ſatis fied. I have indeed, madam, ran through 
many ſhifts in hopes to gain you—and could be 
contented to run throngh all the ſhapes in Ovid's 
Metamorphoſis, couꝰd. I but return to this on my min 
knees, of my fair one's humbleſt ſervant. 

Vid. Pr'ythee let us leave him—as you told me, I 
wonder you can ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long 
Leave 228 125 him kneel to the trees, and call to _ 

woods 


* 
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woods if he will Oh, I could brain him How 
ugly he looks kneeling to her ! | LAlide. 

Pen, No, I'Il ſtay to plague him more — But what 
opinion can J have of this ſudden paſſion. Vou hardly 
know me, I believe, or my circumſtances! 

7. Book. No, no, not I—I don't know you, your 
mother was not alderman Sterliag's daughter—your fa- 
ther Mr. Philips of Grays-1nn, who had an eſtate and 
never practis'd? you had not a brother kill'd at Lan- 
den your ſiſter Diana is not dead? nor you are not 
co-heireſs with miſs Molly, —— No, madam, 1 don' 
know you, no, nor love you. | 29 

Pen. I wiſh I had taken her advice in going — He 
means her all this while. Pſhaw this is downright 
fooling. Let's go, my dear, leave him to the woods, 
as you ſay. . I wiſh *twas full of bears. [ 4fide. 

Vidt. No, Now I'll ſtay to plague him. 5 

Pen. No, you ſhan't ſtay—Sir, we have given our- 
ſelves the diverſion to ſee you and confront you in 
your falſhoods; in which you have entangled your 
ſelf to that degree, you know not even the woman you 
pretend to; and therefore, fir, I fo far deſpiſe you, 

that if you ſhould come after me with your fiddles 
I have a porter Ready to let you in. [Aide 

Vidt. I don't know, how to threaten a gentleman in 
that manner: but I'm ſure I ſhall never entertain any 
man that has diſobliged my friend, while my name's 
Victoria nt [ Exeunt arm in arm. 
Tat. Maſter, methinks theſe ladies don't underſtand 
wit. They are very rough with you. 1 

. Book. Ay, they were ſome what dull — But really 
Vickoria diſcover'd herſelf at her going, methinks 
agreeably enough | { 3 

Lat. I believe they are irrecoverably loſt. Pox on't, 
when I gave you ſo many ſigns to 

Z. Book, Well, hang thinking. Let's to the 
tavern, and in every glaſs name a new. beauty; till 
1 either forget, or am inſpir'd with ſome new project 
to attain her. # ERA e 


* 


14 While in a lovely hewt i drown my care, 
Shell ceaſe to be, or I to think ber, fair. 8 


The Lapiss FRIENDSHIP. + 45 
ACT iv. SCENE. I. 


S C EN E, Covent Garden. 


3 


2 


Enter Y, ung Book wit * Latine. 


Y. Book. HIS Roebuck has almoſt done my buſi 
„ neſs——Rigby's an honeſt fellow, and 
wou'd not poiſen us. The wine had good-humour, 
mirth and joy in't. My blood beats high and frolick ? 
What ſays my dear lacquey ? ha ? „ | 
Lat. Why, fir, I ſay, fir, that I am in fo noble, ſo 
exalted a condition, that I almoſt forget I am your 
honour's footman.  _ 3 ; 
T. Book. Do but your buſineſs well to-night ——— 

Lat. Who ſays the tongue ſtutters, legs falter, and 
eyes fail with drink—'Tis falſe, my dear maſter, my 
tongue runs faſter than ' ever—my legs ſo briſk 
and nimble, that I can't ſtand ſtill ; and my eyes are 
better then ever they were, for I ſee every thing dou- 
ble. But'the letter, the letter, I warrant I give it her. 

Z. Bock, Here, here, Fack, take it. 

Lat. Let's come nearer the lamp—This is the foul 
copy of it that *tis wrap'd in—Let me judge Now 
P11 be ſedate——Let me read it again. 

Y. Book. But you look curſedly fluſter'd ; they'll 
ſay you're drank——Let's fee, I muſt comb your wig 
a little. "Sa. g | 

Lat. I ſhall be kick'd for this letter here about the 
middle - Vou ſhould. not talk of joys too ſoon—You 
ſhould write miſerable a fortnight, or three weeks longer 
I ſhall be kick'd. ER 1-180" - 

Y. Bouk. What then? what then ? A man of your 
philoſophy muſt needs remember, the body's but the 
organ of the mind—kicks come under the topick of 
things without—What ſhall I do for powder for this 
ſmart bob ? [Combs out his own wig into Lat. 


Lat. Tis no matter, fir, powder comes under the 
notion of things without. _ 


7. Book, Oh! but ladies are no philoſophers; 
: Fa” but 


E ſervant———My dear friend 
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but as to being drubb'd (thoſe ſtockings too) you muſt 
fix your imagination upon ſome-other object, and you 
may by force of thought ſuſpend your feeling. The 
body 1s but the inftrument of the mind—and you may 
command an inſtrument. | 

Lat, No, fir, I'd have you to know, I'll fave my 
carcaſe by mere dint of clogpance. You have no 
other orders??? 

T. Boot. No: but may akon, grace and elo. 
cution hang on thy lips. Bu t if -you can come in to 
Victoria, ſhe and the wine you" ve drank will inſpire 
you. FareweI. Exit. 

Lat. Fhis is the enchanted caſtle which the lady 
fair inhabits, Ha! Mr. Simon, . I'm your molt 


Enter Simon, 


Sim. Your ſervant, good fir, my lady is with madam 
Victoria at cards—She'll lie bere to-night—But all's 
ruin'd. They are both huge angry with your maſter, 
But Zeztice having taken a fancy to you, Mr. Jobn, 
ſpoke up rarely, that ſne did indeed. 4 

Lat. Can't one come to the ſpeech of her? 

Sim, I was ordered to have a ſtrict eye to the door, 


and let nobody in whatever—l don't care for going 
up, becauſe ſhe#l ſee I have made a cap of one of the 


fineſt napkins, for which ſhe'll make a plaguy nolfe. 
Lat. Nay, nay, you are exactly 5 my mind, I love 
to avoid anger. 
Sim. You are a little digais'd in drink tho?, Mr. 


John—But I han't ſeen you, not [-—Go ſtrait * | 


Mrs. Lettice is in the anti- chamber. 
Lat. I thank you, dear friend. My maſter bids me 
upon theſe occaſions | Giwes him —_ 
Sim. 3 your Fuen, good Mr John. 


Lat. et am a ſervant as well as you, what 


do you _ Mr. Simon Come, come, time's preci- 
, ous. When your lady's marry d, all theſe vales will end. 


Sim. Nay, I faid Pars ue your back, Mr. Jobn, that 


you were very well ſpoken—Well, put up briſkly. Pl 
ſtand your friend as much as one ſervant can to ano- 
ther, againſt all maſters and miſtreſſes whatever. 
Lat. "Ehanks, good Mr. Simon. ¶ Exeun: * 
SCENE 
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SCENE opens and diſcovers Lettice reading by a ſmall 
canale, two large ones by her unlighted. | 


Lett. Tis a moſt ſad thing, one dares not light a 
large candle, except company's coming in; and I 
ſcarce can read this piteous ſtory— Vell in all theſe diſs 

rtreſſes and e gr the faithful Argalus was renown'd. 
all over the plains of Arca-- Arca- Arcadia—for his loyal 
and true affetion to his charming paramour, Parthenia--- 
Bleſſings on his heart for it—there's no ſuch ſuitors 
now a-days [Weeping] -But I hope they'll 
come together again at the end of the book, and mar- 
ry, and have ſeveral children-——Oh! bleſs me! A 
man here! Turns over the leaves.) The gentleman's 


pretty man [ A/rae. 


Enter Latine. 
I wonder by what means, with what impudence, 
you could offer to come up ſtairs, at this time o'the 
night, and my lady in the next room—T.proteſft III 
cry out. N I a low voice all. 
Lat. Dear Mrs. Lettice, my love to you—— | Aloud. 
Lett. Hiſt ! hiſt ! I am methinks, however, loth to 
diſcover you, becauſe ſervants mult do as they are bid; 
for I know it was not to ſee me, but ſome meſ- 
ſage from your maſter you came about. 
Lat. J offer'd to bring a letter from him, in hopes 
to ſee you, my Jeareſt. Tl not give it at all, I don't 
care, my deareſt. [Kiſſes ber hand. 
Lett. Pho! pho! now you. are rude, becauſe you 
know one dare not diſcover you, you do what you 
will. How he kiſſes one's hand—I warrant he has 
kiſs'd his betters. Pray did you never live-in a lady's 
N 439 3 
Lat. No, nor do I value any of the ſex but your 
dear ſelf Mrs. Lettice—T would be diſcover d. [| Aſide. 
I'm in a rapture! in a flame! | 11 
Pen. Within, Who's there? [ Paice within. 
Lett. Hiſt ! hiſt ! cou'd not you have forc'd a kiſs, 
quietly Madam Madam Hold me faſt 
Shew the letter, my lady's coming I tell you, fir, 
me will receive no meſſage at all Get you down 
ſtairs, you impudent! Hold me faſter yet, ſhe loves 
your maſter, © Softly aſide 10 * 
ater 


„ N 
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Ester Penelope and Victoria. | a 
Pen. What can this mean? What fellow's that 
has ſeiz'd the wench ? | 

Lett. Madam, madam, here's Mr. BRookawwir's foot- 
man drunk, and has direQly ſtole up flairs with ſome 
ill deſign, I fear on me— But has a letter from his 
maſter to your ladyſhip, 38 | 

Pen. Call up the ſervants; Simon, William, Kate, 
Alje; I'll have the raſcal well baſted for his inſolence 
——— Serv*d juſt as his maſter deſerves. 8 
Lat. kneeling. Let not thoſe lips, more ſweet than 
labour of Hybleæan bees, utter a ſentence, as if a Li- 
byan honeſs on a mountain gave thee ſuck, and thou 


wert the obdurate offspring of a rock. | 


Vid. Hyblzan ! Libyan ! obdurate ! Ridiculous —— 
The fellow has got his maſter's cant! ha! ha! ha! 

Pen. I'll put him but of it, I'll warrant you—— 
What, will no one come up there? 


Enter Servants with Brooms, &c. 


Lat. Oh ! for the force of eloquence to allay and re- 
concile the paſſion of this angry manſion— had like 


to have faid plain houſe, which had been againſt the 


laws of buſkin, in which I would at preſent talk. 
Pen. Did you ever hear any thing like this ? ha! ha! 
Mad. Madam; ſhall I beat him ? | | 
Lat. Ah culinary fair, compoſe thy rage; thou 
| whoſe more ſkilful hand is ſtill employed in offices for 
the ſupport of nature, deſcend not from thyſelf, thou 
bright cookmaid—There I ſunk again ! with height- 
ned guſts and quickning taſtes, by you what wou'd be 
labour elſe is made delight. Thou great robuſt, let 
not thy hand all red aſſault a life ir ſhould rather preſerve. 
Maid. Good madam, excuſe me, I can't touch him 
I have bowels for him. [ Weeping. 
Simon. I wiſh I had his learning, I'll warrant he 
buys in every thing where he lives. 3 
Lat. This, madam, this faithful paper tells you the 
paſſions of the tendereſt heart that ever bled for cruel 
maid— Oh Victoria did you but hear his fighs, his 
reſtleſs hours! — how often he repeats Victoria? 
Lett. Victoria Then I find this is none on't meant 
to my lady Nor to me neither The maſter and 
the man are both rogues. . 
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Pen. Receive your ſeaſonable epiſtle now at mid- 
night! 1 3 5 

Vid. He can't mean me — To you. he all along 


addreſs'd—Wou'd I could read it without her. He. 
Pen. To ſhew you I value neither author nor bearer 


= it—Kick the fellow down. 


Lat. Nay madam, fince matters muſt come to © 

tremities, Pa rather have the honour of your la 
command, to be audgel'd by your good family, 
have it from my maſter. A diſappointed lover in n 
rage will ſtrike ſtone-walls, and e e much 
more a poor live footman. Therefore I muſt deliver 


_ read it to you ladies, for 1 ſee you 
are friends. 


Pen. Away with him. 
Lat. IF the fincerity of my intentions were not 

Lett. Get out, falſe wretch. 
Lat. Demonſtrable, in ſpite of: 
Maid. Take that : 
Lat. Theſe accidents, in which I have been involw'd, 1 
ſhould not dare to tell you how alternately joys, raptures, 


extacies, miſeries, duubts, and anxieties do attack a breaſt 
depted to yon. 


Whither ſhall injur'd virtue fly for ſhelter, 
When love and honour ſuffer thus in me ! 


Oh! I could rage, call elements about me, ſpout ca- 
taracts | 


Muſt I be drubb'd with bro-m-ſtaves ? [ Exit. Lot. 


To Come in, my dear, again——— The night is 
cold. 


LExcunt. 
Enter Lovemore and Frederick. 


Love. It is fo pleaſant a night, that I will ſee you 
over the garden to your lodgings ——— 

Fred. That compliment won't paſs upon me 
Your reaſon for ſauntring this way is that 'tis near 
Penelope's. 

Lowe. I come for her ſake ! No; ſhould ſhe write, 
beſeech, kneel to me, I think I ne'er ſhould value her 
more. No, il be no longer her tool, her jeſt; ſhe ſhall 

not dally with a paſſion ſhe-deſerves not 


Fre. 


— — 
— 


power, becauſe to-morrow morning you are to fight a 


for ever—— Oh revenge! Oh jealoufy 
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Fred. Twere very well, were this reſolution in your 
power ; but believe me, friend, one ſmile, one glance - 
that were but doubtful, whether favourable, would 
conquer all your indignation. : 

Low. Faith, I'm afraid what you ſay is true. 

Fred. Then firive not to be rationally mad, which 
you attempt, if you think you can at once be at your 
own command and at another's — Wou'd you be maſter 
of your ſelf, and have a miſtreſs ? | 3 

Low. But I can rebel againſt that miſtreſs, | 

Fred. Do if you can Nay, I'm ſure 'tis in your 


« 


ack- 


rival for her—becauſe tho* you know ſhe lies 
wards, and you can't ſo much as ſee her chamber- 


window, you muſt needs walk hither. Well, I pro- 
teſt Pm of your mind; there is methinks now a par- 

ticular amiable gloom about that houſe—Tho' per- 
- -- haps to ordinary beholders it is exactly like the others. 


Lowe. You are very witty, I muſt confeſs, at your 


friend's follies, Mr. Frederick. 


Fred. I won't then any longer diſturb your medi- 
tation, but e'en go home like a dull rogue as I am, 
and without love enough to any woman, or hatred 
enough to any man to keep me awake: fall faſt 
aſleep I was going to wiſh you reſt, but you, 
are above all that If it ſhould rain, Pd adviſe you 


not to forget it does, but go into the Piazza. [Exir. | 


Lowe. Tis very well, Pm deſervedly lavgh'd at. 
But the door opens Bookwt's footman ! fLatine 
croſſes the flage.] the maſter I ſuppoſe is there too: I'II 
watch for his coming out—The morning approaches 
too ſlowly—— He fhall not ſleep to-night except it be 


Enter young Bookwit, ab a Bottle and Glaſs, Argirg. | 


Y. Book. Since. the aay of poor nan, 
T hat little little ſpan, 
Tho” long it can't laſt, 
For the future and paſt ; 
1; ſpent with remorſe and deſpair : : 
With 
3 


— 
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With fuch a full glaſs: 
Let that of life paſs, 
"Tis made up of trouble, 
A ftorm tho? a bubble, | 
There's no bliſs but forgetting your cart. 


J wonder what's become of poor Laline, I wiſh he had 
a bumper of this „ Nr 
Low. I have no patience to obſerve his inſolent jol- 
lity ; how immoderately joyful my miſery has made 
him! Bookawit ! STORE 

. Book. Lowemore © 

Lowe. What, fir! are you diverting the thoughts of 
to-morrow morning's buſineſs with midnight riot ? Or 
is it an aſſignation keeps you out of bed thus late? 

Y. Book. An hour or two till morning 1s not much in 
either of our lives=——Therefore I muſt tell you now, 
fir, I am ready for your meſſage. 46 

Love. That conſcious light and ftars are witneſſes 
Of — 


F. Book. I want no witneſſes I have a ſword, 
as you bid me meet you. [ They draw and fight. 
Love. You've done my buſineſs. [ Falls, 
. Book. Then Pve done what you deſired me. But 
this 1s no place for me. £ [ Exit. 


Enter Conflable and Watchmen. 


Conſt. Where, where was this claſhing of ſwords ? 
ſo ho! ſo ho ! you fir, what are you dead, ſpeak friend, 
what are you afraid of? If you are dead, the law tan't 
take hold of you. | 

Watch. I beg your pardon, Mr. Conftable, he ought 
by the law to be carried to the round-houſe for being 
dead at this time of night. | 

Conſt. Then away with him you three And 
you, gentlemen, follow me, to find out who killed 
him, [Exeunt , 

Enter Simon. 


Simon. What's the matter, good gentlemen, what's 
the matter! Oh me! — Mr. Lowemore kill'd Oh 
C2 me ! 


K* 


2 
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50. my mind gives me that it muſt be about our young 
ady. 
Match. Does it ſo, ſir? then you muſt ſtay with us. 
[ Some hold Simon, awhilft others carry Lovemore . 
Sim. I ſtay with you! Oh gemeni ! Indeed I can't. 
'They can't be without me at our houſe. | 
Fatch. But they muſt, friend Hark'e friend 
I hope you will be hang'd. Whiſpers him. 
Sim. I hang'd ! pray fir, take care of your words ; 
madam Penelote's, our young lady's ſervant hang'd! 
take care what you ſay. | 


Enter Latine. 


Lat. Whither can this Bookwwit be gone? 

Simon. Oh! Mr. John, Mr. Lowemore is kill'd juſt 
now, ſince you went out of our houſe ; and you and 
your maſter muſt have a hand in't. 


Lat. How! Lovemere kill 'd ! [ T hey ſeize Latine. 


Enter others with young Bookwit. 


2. Book. Hands off, dirty midnight raſcals—let me 
80, or X 


Conft. Sir, what were you running ſo faſt for, there's 


a man killed in the Garden, and you're a fine gentle- 


man, and it muſt be you—for good honeſt people only 
beat one another 7 


Lat. Nay, nay, we are all in a fair way to be fine 


gentlemen, Mr.-Simoz and all 

Conſt. Hands off, raſcals, you faid juſt now. do 
you know what a conſtable is ? OE | 

. Book, The greateſt man in the pariſh when all the 
zeſt are aſleep. 

Conjt. Come, come—T find they are deſperate fel- 
lows, we'll to the juſtice, and commit *em immediately, 
PII teach raſcals to ſpeak high-treaſon againſt a pet- 


ty conſtable— [ Exeunt. 


Enter F rederick, and Old Bookwit. 


O. Bool. You well may be ſurpriz d at my waiting 
ne re 


The LADIES FRIENDSHIP. 52 


here for your coming home—But you'll pardon me, 
ſince it is to eaſe me of an anxiety that keeps me 
waxing. 5 
Fred. I ſhall be very glad if Jam capable of doing 
that. 

O. Book. You knew my Tom at Oxford —and I be- 
lieve were not ſo hard a ſtudent, but you made ſome 
acquaintance in the town—Therefore pray tell me 


do you know Mr. Newton there? his family, deſcent, 
and fortune? 


Fred. What Newton ? | | | 

O. Book, I'll tell you, fir, what you young fellows 
take moſt notice of old ones for A token that you 
needs muſt know him by——He's the father of the fair 
Matilda, your celebrated beauty of that town. _ : 

Fred. J aſſure you, fir, I never heard of the father 
or daughter, *till this inſtant therefore Pm conſi- 
dent there's no ſuch beauty Sk 

O. Book, Oh fir, I know your drift—you're tender 
of informing me for my ſon's ſake ! _———He told me all 
himſelf ——1I know all the progreſs of his love with the 
young lady—How he was taken in the night in her 
bed-chamber by his piſtol going offt—the family diſ- 
turbance that was rais'd upon't, which he compos'd by 
marrying I know it all ——— 

Fred. Is Tom Bookwit then marry'd at Oxford? 

O. Bock. He is indeed, fir, therefore our affairs are 
now ſo link'd, that *twill be an ill office both to the 
Nexwtons, and to us, to conceal any thing from me that 
relates to them. „ | 

Fred. A man can't be ſaid to conceal what he does 
not know But it ſeems, it was Mr. Beat uit gave you 
this account himſelf. : 


O. Book. Yes, fir; I told you, fir, I had it from him- 
ſelf. 


Fred. Then l'm ſure there was nothing left out, he 
never tells a ſtory by halves | 

O. Book. Why then you think my ſon's a lyar. 

Fred. Oh fie, fir, but he enlivens a mere narration 
with variety of accidents—To be plain, his diſcourſe 
gains him more applauſe than credit—You could not, 
1 believe, have married your ſon to a leſs expenſive lady 
| C 3 in 
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in England, than this Mrs. Matilda—T'l be ſworn youll 
avoid all the charge of gay dreſs, high play, and ſtately 
Childbirth you underſtand me, fir ? 

O. Book. I never could ſee any thing in my fon, that's 
diſingenuous, to put his aged father to this ſhame. 

Fred. Never fret or grieve for't—He told Lovemore 
this morning, ſuch a relation of his feaſting ladies, and 
I know not what——thar he has brought a tilt upon 
his hands, to-morrow morning——therefore keep him 
at home————1'11 to his adverſary, and ſo we'll con- 
vince him of a fault which has fo ill (tho' not in- 
teaded) conſequences. 

O. Bork. You'll highly oblige me, fir : FI trouble 
you no longer. _ LZæxeunt. 


SEN E Newgate. Young Bookwit, Latine, Simon, 
Storm, ev7th the croud of jail-birds. 


Storm. T apprehend, fir, by Mr. Turnkey the gentle- 
man there with a broken noſe, that you're brought in 
for murther——E honour you, fir, -I don't queſtion 
bur *twas done like a gentleman 

2. Bock. J hope it will appear fo. . 

Storm. J come, I fear, fir, to your acquaintance 
with ſome prejudice, becauſe you ſee me thus in irons 
—— but affliction is the portion of the virtuous and 
the gallant | | 8 | 

Hob. It does not depreſs, ſir, but manifeſt the 
brave. | 

Storm. Right, fir, I find you're noble—you may 
perhaps have heard of me—my name is S/orm.—This 
perſon, my friend, who is called Faggot, and myſelf 
being expoſed by an ungrateful world to feel its cruel- 
ty and contempt of ragged virtue—made war upon it 
—and in open day infeſted their high-road. 

F. Book. Your humble ſervant, gentlemen, I do con- 
ceive you Your ſpirits could not ſtoop to barter 
on the change, to ſneer in courts, to lye, to flatter, 
or to creep oy bread. You therefore choſe rather to 
prey like lions, than betray like crocodiles, or fawn 
like dogs—You took upon you. to interrupt the com- 

| | ©  MFETCE 
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merce of a cheating world to unload the uſurer of his 
anxious pelf, and fave the thoughtleſs landed boy, he 
travell'd to undo—with a thouſand ſuch good actions, 
by which means you two are infamous, for what two 
millions of you had been glorious. 

Storm. Right, fir, —I ſee you're knowing, fir, and 
learn'd in man. This gentleman Mr. Charcoal the chy- 
miſt, was our ſecret correſpondent, and as we never 
robb'd a poor man—ſo he never cheated a fool; but 
ſtill impos'd on your moſt ſprightly wits and genius 
Fellows of fire, and metal, whoſe quick fancies and 
eager wiſhes form'd reaſons for their undoing. He is 
a follower of the great Raimundus Lullius ; the publick 
think to frighten him into their own purpoſes, But he'll 
leave the ungrateful world without the ſecret 

Char. You, know, fir, he that firit aſſerted the An- 
tipodes, dy'd for that knowledge! and I, fir, having 
found out the melioration of metals, the ignorant will 
needs call it coining—and I'm to be hang'd for't, 
Would you think it? | | 

Z. Book. When, pray, ſir, are you to be immortal? 

Char. On Friday next—l'm very unhappy our ac- 
quaintance is to be ſhort—Pm very ſorry your bu- 
ſineſs is net over, fir, that if it muſt be, we might go 
together, FP | 

. Bock. I'm highly obliged to you, fir. 

Char, Yet let me tell you, fir, becauſe by ſecret 
ſympathy I'm yours—1 mutt acquaint you, if you can 
obtain the favour of an opportunity and a CruCibie—— 
I can ſhew projection directly Sol, fir, Sol, fir, 
more bright than that high luminary the Latins call'd 
ſo— Wealth ſhall be yours We'll turn each bar about 
us into golden ingots— Sir, can you lend me half a 
crown | 

Y. B-ok. Oh, fir, a trifle between ſuch old acquaintance. 

Storm, You'il be indicted, fir, to-morrow—l would 
adviſe. you, when your indictment's read——to one 
thing that is — don't cavil at falſe Latin; but if 
by 9 there ſhould be a word of good, except to 
that, and puzzle the whole court. 

F. Book. Sir, I'm oblig d 

Storm. I defy the world to ſay, Lever did an ill — 
8 C 4 5 9 
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I love my friend—but there is always ſome little trifle 
given to priſoners, they call garniſh ; we of the road 
are above it, but o't'other fide of the houſe, filly raſcals 
that came voluntarily hither—Such as are in for fools, 
ſign'd their own mittimus,in being bound for others, may 
perhaps want it: VII be your faithful almoner, © 
. Book. Oh, by all means, ſir, [Gives him money. 
Storm. Pray fir, is that your footman ? | 
Z. Book, He is my friend, fir. 
Storm. Look you, ſir, the only time to make uſe of 
a friend is in extremity do you think you cou'd 
not hang him, and ſave your ſelf; fir, my ſervice to 
you, your own health. | | . 
Pri}. Captain, your health. \ 8 it to Ihe next priſoner, 
2 Pri/. Captain, your health. 
Storm. But perbaps the captain likes brandy better. 
So-ho! Brandy there [ adrints.— But you don't per- 
haps like theſe ftrong liquors—Cyder ho! Drink to 


im in it—Gentlemen all—But captain, I ſee you don't 


love cyder neither—You and I will be for claret then 
Ah marry ! I knew this would pleaſe [ drinks,] you. 
[drinks again.] Faith we'll make an end on't, I'm glad 


3 you like it. 


Turs. Pm ſorry, captain Storm, to ſee you impoſe 


upon a gentleman, and put him to charge in his miſ- 


fortune — If a e e fellow had done this 


But one of the road. 


S:erm. I beg your pardon, fir, I don't queſtion but 
the captain underſtands there is a fee to you for going 
to the keeper's ſide. [Book. and Latine give him money] 
[ ExeuntTurnkey, Simon folloæuing.] Nay, nay, you muſt 
+, -7 

Sim. Why J am Simon, madam Penelope's man. 

Storm. Then madam Penelope's man muſt ſtrip for 
garniſh ; indeed, maſter Simon, you muſt. 2 

Sim. Thieves ! thieves! thieves ! Lt, | 

Storm. Thieves ! thieves! Why you ſenfeleſs dog, 


- do you think there's thieves in Newgate ? Away with 


him to the tap houſe. ¶ Puſhes him off. } Well drink his 
coat off, Come my little chymiſt, thou ſhalt tranſmute 
eh : „ this 


\ * 
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this jacket into liquor, liquor that will make us for- 
get the evil day And while day is ours, let us be 
„ 


For little willains muſt ſubmit to fate, _ 
That great ones may enjoy the world in ſtate. 


K — 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


S CEN E, Newgate. 


SCENE opens, and diſcovers Bookwit on à couch afſeep, 
| Latine looking on him. | 


Lat. OW quietly he reſts ! Oh that I could, by 
= watching him, hanging thus over him, and 

feeling all his care, protract his ſleep ! 

Oh fleep ! thou ſweeteſt gift of heaven to man, 

Still in thy downy arms embrace my friend, 

Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent trance 

To ſenſe of yeſterday, and pain of being ; 

In thee oppreſſors ſooth their angry brow, 

In thee th' oppreſs'd forget tyrannick pow'r, 

In thee———— She | 

The wretch condemn'd is equal to his judge, 

And the fad lover to his cruel fair; 

Nay, all the ſhining glories men purſue, 

When thou art wanted, are but empty noiſe : 

Who then wou'd court the pomp of guilty power, 

When the mind ſickens at the weary ſhew, 

And flies to temporary death for eaſe ; 

When half our life's ceſſation of our being 

He awakes — 

How do I pity that returning life, 

Which I could hazard thoutand lives to fave ! | 
Z. Book, How heavily do I awake this morning ! 
Oh this ſenſeleſs drinking! To ſuffer a whole week's . 
pain for an hour's jollity—Mxthinks my ſenſes are 

e burn- 
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burning round me!] have but interrupted hints of the 


laſt nivdht—— Ha! in a gaol; Oh! I remember, I 
zemember : Oh Lewemore ] Lowemore ! | remember — 
Lat. You muſt have patience, and bear itlike a man. 
Y. Book. Oh! Whither ſhall I run t'avoid myſelf ? 
Why all theſe bars ? "Theſe bolted iron gates ? | 
They're needleſs to ſecure me Here, here's my rack, 
My gaol, my torture— 
Oh! I can't bear it—I cannot bear the ruſhing 
Of new thoughts 
Fancy expands my ſenſes to diſtraction, 
And my foul ſtretches to that boundleſs ſpace, 
To which I've ſent my wretched, wretched friend. 
Oh! Latine ] Latine / Is all our mirth and humour 
come to this ? | Fs _ 
Give me thy boſom, cloſe in thy boſom hide m 


From thy eyes, I cannot bear their pity or reproach— 


1 


Lat. Dear Bookwit, how heartily I love you— 
don't know What to ſay——But pray have patience. 
Y. Bo2k. If you can't bear my pain, that's but com- 


municated by your pitx—— How ſhall I my proper 


PL 
- 


inborn woe, my wounded mind > | 
Lat. In all aſſaults of fortune that ſhould be ſercne, 


Not in the power of accident or chance . 


Z. Book. Words! words! all that is but mere talk ; 
Perhaps indeed to undeſery'd afflictioen 
Reaſon and argument may pive relief, 
Or in the known viciſſitudes of life, | 
We may feel comfort by our ſelf-perſuaſion. 
But oh ! there is no talking away, guilt : 
"This divine particle will ake for ever. 
There is no help but whence I dare not aſk ; 
When this material organ's indiſpos'd, | 


 Juleps can cool, and anodynes give reſt, 


But nothing mix with this celeſtial drop, 
But dew from that high heav'n of which 'tis part. 


\ 


And reconcile you to your ſelf. 


Lat. May that high heav'n compoſe your mind, 


Z. Book. How can I hope it! 
No I muſt deſcend from man, 
Grovel on earth, nor dare look up again! 
Oh Lowemore ! Lowemore ! where is he now ? 


Oh? 


os IF 
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Oh! thinking, thinking, why didſt en not come 


ſooner, 


My. thoughts do ſo confuſe me now aas my folly 
and pleaſures did before this fatal accident, — that I 
cannot recollect whence Lovemore was provok'd to chal- 
lenge me. 

Lat. You know, dear Bootaw?!, I fear'd ſome ill from 
a careleſs way of talking—But, alas; I dreamt not of ſo 

reat 
$ F. Bok. Ay, there it was—He was naturally a little 
jealous! Heavens, do I fay he was! I talk'd to him 
of ladies, treats, and he might poſſibly believe *twas 
where he had engaged—T remember his ſerious be- 
haviour on that ſubjet—Oh this unhappy tongue of 

mine! a 

Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying foe, 

That ſtill runn'ſt on, nor wait'ſt command of reaſon, 
Oh ! I cou'd tear thee from me 
Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the action? 

Z. Bock. He won'd have don't; but I, fluſh'd with 


_ the thoughts of duelling—preſe'd on— Thus for the 


gee praiſe of fools, Em ſolidly unhappy. 

Lat. Vou take it too deeply Your honour was 
concern'd. 

. Book. Honour! l the horrid application of that ſa- 
ered word to a revenge *gainſt friendſhip, law, and 
reaſon, is a damn'd la mitt of the damn'd envious foe 
of human race. The routed fiend projected this but 
fince th* expanſive glorious law from heavy 'n came down. 
Forgive. | | 


Enter Turnkey. 


Turn. Gentlemen, I come to tell you that ou have 
the favour to be carried in chairs to your indictment, 
to which you muſt go immediately. 

Lat. We are ready, ſir. 

Y. Book. How ſhall I bear the eye-ſhot of the 3 

in court, ? 100 1 


es ac nn 
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SCEN E, Frederick's Lodgings. 


Euter Lovemore in a Serjeant's Gown, and Frederick. 


Love. Mankind is infinitely beholden to this noble 
ſtyptick, that could produce ſuch wonderful effects fo 
fuddenly : But tho' the wound was very ſlight, I'm 
weak by the effuſion of ſo much blood 

Fred. Vet after all, you have not loſt enough to cool 
your paſſion. Your heart ſtill beats Penelope, Penelope 4 
But in this diſguiſe you have opportunity for obſervati- 
on; you'll ſee whether you ought ill to value her or 
not: I'm glad you thought of being brought hither 
as ſoon as you came to your ſelf; I expect old Bookwit 
every moment here 


| Enter Old Bookwit. 


There he 1 2 „ eadhiy. 
O. Book. Oh! Mr. F in Tate, too late was 
our care: they met laſt night, and then the fatal act 
Was done—You'll excuſe ſir, a father's forrow——lI 
Can't ſpeak much, but you may gueſs what I hope from 
ou. ts * #2 | 
f Fred. You may depend upon ingenuous uſage in 


the proſecution ; I'm going inſtantly to Penelope's with 


3his learned gentleman, to know what ſhe. can ſay to 
this matter—[I deſir'd you in the note I ſent you, to 
purchaſe the favour of your ſon's being brought thither, 
where he and you may be witneſſes of what ſtlall paſs. 
J ſeek not his blood, nor would neglect a juſtice to my 
deceas'd friend. . | | 
O. Bok. I believe my ſon and the reft are going 
thither ere this; and F defire this worthy ſerjeant's 
favour and advice ſince we both mean the ſame thing, 
only to act with honour, if his life may be fav'/d— 
Tov. I'll do what's juſt to the deceas'd and the fure 
vivor. e | EO 
O. Book. I'll leave you, but will take care to come 
in juſt afore the criminals arrive—— I[Exit. 
1 ̃ | Lows. 


— — 
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Lowe. The poor old gentleman —Pr'ythee let's 
go, I long to ſee my lovely torment Penelope. | 
Fred. I'Il but leave word within. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Penelope's Lodgings. 
Enter Penelope and Victoria. 


Pen. It ſeems Simon lay out all night, and was car- 
ried away by the watch with ſome gentlemen in a 
quarrel. | "1-7 

Vie. I fancy the men who are always for ſhewing their 
valour, are like the women who are always talking of 
their chaſtity, becauſe they are conſcious of their defect 
„ | | 

Pen. Right—for we are not apt to raiſe arguments, N 
but about what we think is diſputable 
Vic. Ay, ay, they whoſe honour is a ſore part, are 
more fearful of being touch'd, than they in whom *tis 
only a tender one. But tell me honeſtly, Penelope, 
ſhould poor Lovemore be in this rencounter, and that 
for your ſake, wou'd it have no effect upon you in his 
favour? _ i : | 

Pen. I don't know how to anſwer you; but I find 
ſomething in that reflection, which acquaints me tis 
very hard for one to know one's own heart. [Sghs. 

Jidt. However, let your heart anſwer me one queſ- 


tion more, as well as it can — Does it love me as well 
as ever it did ? 


Pen. Does not, madam, that queſtion proceed from 
a Change in your own ? © 

Vict. It does, Penelope, T own it does—I had a long 
conflict with myſelf on my pillow, Jaft night. 
Pen. What were your thoughts there? 

Vid. That I ow'd it to your friendſhip to acknow- 
led:e to you that all the pleaſare I once had in you, is. 
vaniſhed——Ah Penelope! Vim ſorry for every good 
quality you have | 

Pen. Since you are ſo frank -I muſt confeſs to you 
ſome thing very like this But however I envy'd that 
{prightly ingenuous native beauty of yours; I ſee it 
now ſo much, the figure of your mind, that I can con- 


quer,, 
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quer, I think I can, any inclination in myſelf that op- 
poſes the happineſs of ſo ſincere a friend — 
Fi. Explain your ſelf, my dear. 7 
Pen. I'll difcountenance this Bookawir's ambiguous 
addreſſes— And if Lovemore can forgive my late ill 
ulage—1 need ſay no more 


Enter Servant. - 


Ser. Mr. Fredrick below defires to ſee you, on ſome 
extraordinary buſineſs. | | 5 
Lick 1 have not time, my deareſt friend, to applaud 
or thank you—but muſt run in—He comes from Love- 
more. remember V 
Pen. Let him come up — Now can't I for my life 
dorbear a little tyranny. 15 


Enter Frederick and Lovemore, 


Pen. Good-morrow, fir; I believe J know your buſi- 
neſs—yor're officious for your friend But I am deaf. 
Fred. I know you are, and have been; but I come 
only to do him a laſt office — He'll trouble you no more, 
but I muſt conjure you to read this, and inform this 

learned gentleman what you know of this misfortune. 
Pen. Reading. Your cruelty prowek'd me to defire the 
fawour of dying by Mr. Bookwit's hand, fince he had ta- 
ken from me more than life, in robbing me of you—farewel 
for ever. I direct Frederick not to give you this, till I am 
uo more. Writ in his blood I— ' Till J am no more 
- Lowemore no more ! Thou ſhalt not be no more — 
Thou ſhalt live here for ever, Here thou deareſt pa- 
r, mingle with my hfe's ſtream : Either the paper 
bleeds a-new, or my cyes weep blood So let *em do for 
ever Oh, my Lowemore! Did the vanity of a 
697% boy baniſh” thy  folid ſervices and manly 
£24 | IN | 1 Of 
© Pred. This is no-reparation to him for his loſt life, 
nor me for my loſt friend—Yet when you pleaſe to re- 
ceive em, I am obliged to deliver you ſome papers, 
wherein be has given you all the fortune he could be- 
ſtow ; nor would revoke It, ev'n thus injur'd as he — 
| ey : Pie 
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Pen. Curſe on all wealth and fortune ! he, he is 
gone, who only deſerv'd all, and whoſe worth I know 
Une, | 

Lov. Oh exſtaſy ! why was I angry at her rejoicia 
at my ſorrow, when hers to me is ſuch a perfect bliſs ? 
*Tis barbarous not to diſcover my ſelf ! [To Fred. 

Fred. Do, and be us'd barbarouſlſy——But, madam, 
you muſt be compos'd ; your life for aught I know is 
at ſtake, for there is no ſuch thing as acceſlaries in mur- 
der; and it can be prov'd, you knew of Lowemore's 
threatning to fight Baokwiz—You muſt either take your 
tryal yourſelf, or be Mr, Bookwit's witneſs, 

Pen. I his witneſs !—No,—Þl ſwear any thing to 
hang him. 

Fred. Ah, madam, you muſt conſider yourſelf how- 

ever—Pray, fir, read her indictment to her, 

Lo. Reading. That on the ſaid third day of April, 
the ſaid Penelope, cf the pariſh of St. Martin's in the 
fields, ſhinſter, without fear before her eyes, but by the in- 
ſtigation of the devil, through an evil pride of heart 

Pen. Tis tod un [ Weeping. 

Love. Did contrive, abet, and conſent to the death of 
John Lovemore, E/quire, of the age of twenty-eight years, 
or thereabouts. 1 | 

Fred. I can't bear the mention of him without tears, 
He was the ſincereſt friend. 

Low. J think I have ſeen him lle was, I've 
heard, a man of honeſtly, but of ſomething a diſagree- 
able make. | ht | 

Pen. Oh! fir, you never ſaw him, if you think 
ſo— His perſon was as free as his mind was honeſt, 
nor had he imperfection, but his love of me. [Weeps.. 

Low. I tremble, I ſhall diſoblige her too much. 

: pF [To Fred. 

Fred. You ſhan't diſcover yourſelf, you ſhall go thro? 
her ſoul, now *tis mov'd on our ſfide—Win her now, 
or ſee my face no more I'll not have my wine ſpoil'd 
every night, with your reciatls of love, and asking ad- 
vice, tho' you never mean to take it like a true lover, 

Pen. When did that beſt of men expire, good Mr. 


= Fredrick? "IO 


Fred. This morning: But ſhould I ſpeak the 20 a 


7 


P „ 


„ 


1 ; 
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ner. With a faint dying voice he call'd me to him 
I went in tendernefs to take my long farewel—He in 


a laſt effort of nature preſt me to his breaſt, and with 
the ſofteſt accent ſigh'd in death, Penelope. 
Pen. Oh the too generous man? Ungrateful I? 
Curſes on him firſt flatter'd with his tongue, 
On her that firſt diſſembled in her ſilence 
What miſeries have they entail'd on life, 
To bring in fraud and diffidence in love? 
Simplicity's the dreſs of honeſt paſſion, 
Then why our arts, why to a man enamour'd, 
That at her feet effuſes all his ſoul, 
Muſt woman cold appear, falſe to herſelf and him ? 
Fred. Do you ſee there—You'd have ſpoke before 


me conſider'd that — [ A/rde to Love. 


Pen. Oh! cou'd I ſee him now, to prefs his livid lips, 
And call him back to life with my complaints, 
His eyes would glare upon my guilt with horror, 
That us'd to glote and melt in love before me 


Let mine for ever then be ſhut to joy, 


To all that's bright and valuable in man! 
Pit to his facred aſhes be a wife, 
And to his memory devote my life. Exit. 
Lov. This is worth dying for indeed I'll follow ber. 
Fred. No, you ſhan't; let her go in throw herſelf 
upon her bed, and hug, and call her pillow Lowemore.. 
*Fis but what you've done a thouſand times for her. 
Low. That's true too. „ 
Fred. Let her contemplate on the miſchief of her 


vanity: ſhe ſhall lament 'till her glaſs is of our 


ſide Till its pretty nies be all blubber'd, its heart 


muſt heave and pant with perfect anguiſh before 'twill 
feel the ſorrow of another's. Don't you know pride, 


ſcorn, affectation, and a whole train of ills muſt be 


ſobb'd away, before a great beauty's mortified to pur- 
r 


\ 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Old Mr. Bookwit enquires for you here, Mr. 
Frederick. | / | | 
Fred. Pray let him come up, 


Emier 
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Enter Old Bookwit. 


Lov. What's the matter ? you ſeem more diſcom- 
pos'd than you were at Mr. Fredericb's; ſomething ſtill 
new, 1 

O. Book. I ſaw the boy a coming in a chair, he 
looks ſo languid and diſtreſs'd, pocr lad !—He has all 
his mother's ſoftneſs, by nature of the ſweeteſt diſpo- 
ſition Oh ! gentlemen ! You know not what 
it is to be a father To fee my only child in that 
condition My grief quickened at the fight of 


_ I thought I could have patience, till I ſaw 
im. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. There are two or three in chairs deſire ad- 
mittance by appointment. 
O. Book. Tis right, fir. 


Enter Bookwit, Latine, and Gaoler. " 


Oh my dear child, oh Tom. are all thy aged fa- 
ther's hopes then come to this, that he can't ſee thee his 
only ſon, but guarded by a gaoler ? —— Thy mo- 
ther's happy, that liv'd not to ſee this day——— Is all 
the nurture that ſhe gave thy infancy—the erudition 
ſhe bequeath'd thy youth, thus anſwered ?—Oh, 
my ſon! my ſon! riſe and ſupport thy father! I 


ſink with tenderneſs, my child, come to my arms 
while thou art mine. | 


. Book, Oh beſt of fathers ! | 

Let me not ſee your tears, don't double my afflictions 
by your woe. 

There's conſolation when a friend laments us, but when 
a parent grieves, the anguiſh 1s too native, 

Too much our own to be called pity. 

Oh! fir, conſider, I was born to die————— 

*Tis but expanding thought, and life is nothing; 

Ages and generations paſs away, 

And with refiftleſs force, like waves o'er waves, 

Roll down th'irrevocable ſtream of time, | 


Into 
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Into the inſatiate ocean for ever—Thus we are gone. 
But the erroneous ſenſe of man——'tis the lamented 
That's at reſt, but the ſurvivor mourns 
All my ſorrows vaniſh with that thought, 
But heav'n grant my aged father patience. 
O. Book. Oh child ! [Turning aWAay. 
Z. Pook. Do not torment yourſelf, you ſhail pro- 
miſe not to grieve : w 
What if they do upbraid you with my death — 
Conſider, ſir, in death that our relation ceaſes, 
Nor ſhall I want your care, or know your grief. | 
It matters not whether by law, or nature, *tis I die. 
What, won't my father hear me plead to him ? 
Don't tuin from me | 
Yet don't look at me with your foul ſo full. 
O. Book. Oh my child, my child—1 cou'd hear thee 
ever. 
*T'was that I lov'd thee, that I turn'd away. 
- To hear my ſon perſuade me to reſign him, 
I can't, I can't. The grief is inſupportable. 
Y. Book. You make a coward of me with your an- 
guiſh. | 5 8 8 
I grow an infant, ſca ce can weep with ſilence, 
But let me keep ſome decency in my diſtreſs. 
O. Beoł. If we might be apart | 
| [ Lookirg at the company, 


But that's too much to hope. | 
Coal. No, no, we'll leave you to your ſelves, 
| TP EY a [ Excunt... 
O. Book. I have too much upon me, child to 

ſpeak | | 4.4 

And indeed have nothing to ſay, but to feed my eyes 
upon thee, e'er we part for ever, if tears would let 
me When you have {lept in your cradle, I have 
wak?d for you ——— and was it to this end———Oh 


child, you've broke your father's heart. | $2v0075. 
Y. Book. Good heav'n forbid it——guard him and 

protect him. R 

He faints, he's cold, he's gone; - [Running to him. 

He's gone, and with his laſt breath call'd me parricide. 

You've, broke your father's heart! Oh killing ſound ! 


My 


Tm all contagion, to pity me is death. 
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My griefs to all are mortal but my ſelf. 
You've broke your father's heart ! If I did ſo, 
Why thus ſerene in death, thou ſmiling clay, 
Why that calm aſpect to thy murderer ? 
Oh big unutterable grief ———— Merciful heaven! 
] don't deſerve this eaſe of tears to melt | 
With penitence—— Oh ſwect, ſweet remorſe, 
Now all my powers give way 
To my juſt ſorrow, tor the beſt of fathers, LAloud. 
Thou venerable fountain of my life, | 
Why don't I alſo die, deriv'd from thee ? 
Sure you are not gone———]s the way out of life 
Thus eaſy, which you fo much fear'd in me? 

[ 7 akes him by the hand. 

Why ſtay I after ? but I deſerve to ſlay, 
To feel the quick remembrance of my follies. 


Yet if my fighs, my tears, my anguiſh can atone— 


Re enter Frederick, Lovemore, Latine, Gaoler, 
Oe: Victoria, and Penelope. 


Fred. What is the matter ?—What ?— 

Y. Book. Behold this fight, I am the guilty wretch— 

Fred. Keep aſide a little, fir, he only ſwoons, I 
hope; I think he breathes—yes he returns—you muſt 
compoſe your ſelf, 55 

Lat. Poor Bookwit, how utterly he ſeems diſtreſs'd. 


O. Bcek. I will be calm—relign to heav'n and hear 


you patiently. 

Fred. You, fir, his favourite ſervant, pray ſpeak 
honeftly the truth of what you know, to this learned 
gentleman, who is council in this caſe. | 
T. Book. Sir, he is not — 

Lov. Pray, fir, give the ſervant leave firſt. 

Lat. Know then, I am not what I ſeem, but a 
gentleman of a plentiful fortune. I am tnus dreſs'd 


to carry on ſuch gay purſuits as ſhould offer in this 


town Not to detain you, Mr. Beokwwit ſent me 
late laſt night, with a letter to one of theſe ladies 
Coming from thence, as I croſs'd, I ſaw Lovemore in 
the Garden; he ſtopp'd me, and after ſome queſtions 
concerning my meſſage to this houſe, to which he did 

: Se not 


P 


* 
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not like my anſwers, he ſtruck me; we fought 
I left him dead upon. the ſpot, of which this gentle- 
ll man is guiltleſs ö 9 
O. Book. How !. was it you then, that kill'd Mr. 


Lowemere ? 


Lat. Twas this unhappy hand gave him his death, 
but ſo provok'd 


Cou'd touch a breaſt loaded with guilt like mine ? 
But all my mind is ſeiz'd with admiration | 
Of thy tupendous friendſhip What then——. 
Could'ſt thou hold thy innocent hand up at a bar 
With felons, to ſave thy friend ? 
How ſhall I chide or praiſe thy brave impoſture ? 
Ah ! fir, believe him not—He cannot bear the loſs of 
me, whom he o'ervalues ; therefore with higheſt gal- 
lantry he offers a benefit which 'twere the meaneſt 
baſeneſs to receive. 5 

But death's more welcome than a life ſo purchas'd. 

Lat. We all know you can talk, and gild things as 


you pleaſe, but the lady's ſervant knows I was taken 
near the body, when you XD 
7. Bock. Sir, do but hear me— [ Puſhing away Lat. 
Lat. I'll eafily convince you. { Puſhing away Book. 
. Book. Pray mind him not, his brain is touch'd— 
Lat. I am the man, he was not near the place 
Loy. I can hold out no longer Lowemore ſtill 
liveth to adore your noble friendſhip, and begs a ſhare 
in't. Be not amaz'd | but let me graſp you both, who 
| In an age degenerate as this, have fach tranſcendent 
Vrtue — EE. | | 
. Book. Oh Lowemore! Lowenore ! How | fhall E 
ſpeak my joy at thy recovery —— _ 
J fail beneath the too ecftatick pleaſure 
What help has human nature from its forrows, 
When our relief itſelf is ſuch a burthen ! | 
O. Book. Oh the beſt burthen upon earth! I beg 
your pardon, fir, ——I never was ſo taken with a 
man in my life at firſt fight. [Kifes Love.] Let me be 
known to you too. Fs oh [To Lat. 
Lat. Sir, you do me honour— f 


O. Book, But you, ladies, are the firſt cauſe of the 
many 


7. Book, Who could believe that any pleaſing paſſion 
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many errors we have been in, and you only can ex- 
tricate us with ſatis faction Such is the force of 
beauty — The wounds the ſword gave this gentleman 
were ſlight, but you have transfix'd a vital and a no- 
ble part, his heart—Had I known his pretences, ] had 
not interpos'd for my ſon 

Fred. Come, madam, no more of the cruel—Go on, 
Lowemore ; o'my conſcience the man's afraid *tis im- 
pudence to be alive again—You ſee him now, madam, 
now you may preſs his livid lips, and call him back 
to life with your complaints. 

Low. I ftand methinks, upon the brink of fate, in 
an ambiguous interval of life, and doubt taccept of 
being till you ſmile. In every human incident beſides, 
I am ſuperior, and can chuſe or leave, 

But in minuteſt things that touch my love, 
My boſom's ſeiz'd with anguiſh, or with tranſport. 

Pen. You've ſhewn your paſſion to me with ſuch 
honour, that if I am confus'd, I know I ſhould nor 
be, to ſay I approve it -For I know no rules 
ſhould make me inſenſible of generous uſage —— My 
perion and my mind are yours for ever. 

Lov. Then doubts and fears and anxious cares be 

one. 
All — black thoughts that did corrode my breaſt; 
Here enter faith, and confidence, and love! 
Love that can't live with jealouſy, but dwells 
With ſacred marriage, truth, and mutual honour. 
I knew not where you wou'd beſtow your vows, 
But never doubted of your faith when given. 

[ Kijjing her hand. 

O. Bool. Yoa ſee, my ſon, how conſtancy's re- 

warded ! | 
You have from nature every quality | 
To make you well become what fortune gave you: 
But neither wit or ee wealth or coul age, 
; Implicitly deſerve the world's efteem, 
They're only in their application, goods 
How cou'd you fight a man, you knew rot why ? 
You don't think that *tis great, merely to dare? 
'Tis that a man is juſt he ſhould be bold; 
Indeed you have err'd. 


Love 
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Lat. You give my friend, methinks, too much 
compunction for a little levity in his actions 
when he's too ſevere in's own reflections on 'em. | 
Pen. Well, Vickoria, you fee I take your advice at 
laſt in choice of Lovemore. 

Vic. I congratulate your miſſing of the other. 

Pen. I heartily believe you, my dear friend. 

O. Book. But we beft guide our actions by hopes 
of reward. Cou'd but my ſon have ſuch a glorious 
PAW as this fair one, [To Victoria.] I doubt not 
ut his future carriage wou' deſerve her. | 
Vid. I believe I may ſafely promiſe to approve of 
all the truth he tells me. | 
| j Y. Book. You've promiſed then, to like all I ſhall 

ay. 

0. Book, Theſe unexpected good events deſerve our 
cclebration with ſome mirth and fiddles. 

Fred. I foreſaw this happy turn, therefore have 
prepar'd em Call in the dancers. 5 


\ 
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By Mr. LEVERIDGE. 
1. 


H E rolling years the joys tos 
Which happy, ge Britain &neww, 


When in a female age before | 
13 Beauty the ſword of Juſtice drew, 


IT. 


Nymphs and fauns, and rural pow? rs, 
Of cry/tal floods and ſbady beavr” 6, 
No more ſhall here preſide: | : 
T he flowing wwave and living green, 
Oe anly to their preſent queen 
T heir ſafety and their pride. 
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United air, ns pleaſures bring, 
Of tender note, and taneful firing. 
All your arts devoted are 
To move the innocent and fair : 
While they receive the pleaſing wound, 
| Echo repeats the dying ſound. | 
— | [ ſhare, 
Ve. Book. Since ſuch deſerv'd misfortunes they muſt 
Who with gay falſhoods entertain the fair 
Let all with this juſt maxim guide their youth, 
T rey + is no gallantry in love but truth, [ Exeunt, 
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Adventures of half an Hour 
Athaliah by Mr. Duncombe 
Alzira by A. Hill, Eſq. 
Amorous Widow. by Betterton 
Anatomiſt by Ravenſcroft 
Ambitious Stepmother by Rowe 
Artful Huſband by Taverner 
- Buſy Body by Mrs. Centlivre 
Cruel Gift by Mrs. Centlivre 
Beaux Stratagem by Farquhar 
Bufiris by Dr. Young ; 
Baſſet-Table by Mrs. Centlivre 
Contrivances by H. Carey 
Chances 
Cæſar in Egypt, by C. Cibber, Eſq. 
Conſtant Couple by Farquhar 
Comical Lovers by Cibber 
Double Gallant by Cibber 
Duke and no Duke by Sir A. Cockain 


Zſop by Vanbrugh 
Earl of Eſſex by Banks | 
Flora, or Hob in the Well | | 

Fair Quaker of Deal by C. Shadwell 


SGameſter by Mrs Centlivre 
George Barnwell by Lillo 
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Hamlet by Shakeſpear 


Henry V. by Aaron Hill, Eſq. 
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- Hand Princeſs a OG 
Jane Gray by Rowe { , JA 78 } 
Incoffſtant by Farquhar. 8 
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Ilad Genus Narrationis, quod in Perſonis ben eſt, 
debet habere Sermonis Feſtivitatem, Animorum Difli- 
militudinem, Gravitatem, Lenitatem, Spem, Metum, 
Suſpicionem, Deſiderium, Diſſimulationem, Miſericor- 
diam, Rerum Varietates, Fortunæ Commutationem, 
Inſperatum Incommodum, Subitam Lætitiam, Jucun- 
dum, Exitum Rerum. Cic. Rhetor. ad Herenn. A 1. 


tint 


— Nen — „ 


. 


ON DO Ne 
Printed for I. and R. Toxson, T. CAs LO, 
T. Low ups, W. Nicorr, and 8. BL ADON, | 


— 


Mo Son. 


— 


, , — 9 7˙vurl. — pen es A. ³˙ m AO GE „ „ ˙ ũ A 
ny 3 


* 


— 


Ss 


P-R GS © 0 UK 
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Spoken by Mr. VII. Fo 


Ho win your Hearts, and to ſecure your Praiſe, 
The Comic-Writers flrive by various Ways : 
By ſubtil Stratagems they act their Game, 
And leave untry d no Avenue to Fame. 
One writes the Spouſe a beating from his Wifz ; 
And ſays, each Siroke was copy d from the Life. 
Some fix all Wit and Humour in Grimace, 
And make a Livelihood of Pinkey's Face - 
Here, One gay Shew and coftly Habits tries, 
Confiding to the Fudgment of your Eyes > 
Another fmuts his Scene a cunning Shawer 
Sure of the Rakes and of the Wenches Fawour. 
Oft have theſe Arts prevail'd; and one may gueſs, 
pradtis'd ver again, would find Succeſs. 2 
But the bold Sage, the Poet of To-night, 
By new and deſp'rate Rules reſolv'd to aurite; 


Fain would he give more juft Applauſts Riſe, 


And pleaſe by Wit that ſcorus the Aids of Vice: 

The Praiſe be ſeeks, from ewworthier Motives Springs, 

Such Praiſe, as Praiſe to thoſe that give, it brings. 
Your Aid, moſt humbly ſought, then Britons lend, 


| And Lib'ral Mirth, like Libral Men, defend: 


Ns more let Ribaldry, with Licence aurit, 


 Uſarp the Name of Eloguence or Wit 


No more let lawleſs Farce uncenſur'd go, 
The lewd dull Gleanings of a Smithfield ſoow. 
Tis yours, with Breeding to refine the Age, 
To chaſten Wit, and moralixe the Stage. 
Te Modeft, Wiſe and Good, ye Fair, ye Brave, 


 To-night the Champion of your Virtues ſave, 


Redeem from long Cantempt the Comic Name, 
And judge Politely for your Country's Fame. 
| | A 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


8 EN E, Sir John Bevil's Hu. 
* ater Sir John Bevil and Hum phrey. 


Sir Joun Bevil. | 


| A VE you order'd that I ſhould not be interrupted 
H while I am dreſſi 
Humpb. Les, Sir I believ d you had ſome- 
thing of Moment to ſay to me. | 
Sir J. Bev. Ell tell thee then. In the firſt Place, this 


Wedding of my Son's, in all Probability, [ſhut the Dev}: 959 


| will never be at all. 

Humpb. How, Sir! not at all? for what Reaſon i is it 
carried on in Appearance ? 

Sir F. Bev. Honeſt Humphrey, have Patience; ad 
Jil tell thee all in order. I have myſelf, in ſome Part 
of my Life, lived (indeed) with Freedom, but, I hope, 
without Reproach: Now, I thought Liberty would be 
as little injurious to my Son; therefore, as ſoon as he 
grew towards Man, I indulg'd him in living after his 
own Manner: I know not how, otherwiſe to judge of 
his Inclination 3 - for what can be concluded from a Be- 
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haviour under Reſtraint and Fear? But what charms me 


above all Expreſſion is, that my Son has never, in the 
leaſt Action, the moſt diſtant Hint or Word, valued. 


himſelf upon that great Eſtate of his Mother's, which, 
according to our Marriage Settlement, he has had Wer 
ſince he came to Age. 


Humph. No, Sir; on the contrary, he ſeems afraid of 


: pppraring, to enjoy it, before you, or any belonging to 


'd to your Will, 
as if he had not a Farthing but what muſt come from 
your immediate 'Boutity—— You have ever aQed like a 
good and generous Father, and he like an obedient and 


| grateful Son. 


Sir J. Bev. Nay, his Carriage is ſo eaſy to all, with 
whom he converſes, that he is neyer aſſuming, never 
prefers himſelf to others, nor ever is guilty of that rough 
2 which a Man is not called to, and certainly diſ- 


es meſt of his Acquaintance; to be ſhort, Humphrey. 


eputation was ſo fair in the World, that old Sea/and, 
= great India Merchant, has offer'd his only Daughter, 
and fole Heireſs'to that vaſt Eſtate of his, as a Wife for 
him; you may be ſure I made no Difficulties, the Match 


r 


Sir J. Bev. Don't interrupt me. You ey I was laſt 
T hur/day at the Maſquerade; my Son, you may remem- 


ber, ſoon found us out —— He knew his Grandfather's 
Habit, which I then wore; and tho it was the Mode, 
in the laſt Age, yet the Maſkers, you know, follow'd us 
as if we had been the moſt monſtrous Figures in that 


. whole Aſſembly. 


Hunph. I remember indeed, a young Man of Quality 
in the Habit of a Clown, chat was particularly trouble. 
ſome. 

Sir F. Bev. Right—He was too much what he ſeem'd 
to be. You remember how impertinently he follow'd, 


and teized us, and wou'd know who we were. 


Humpb. I know he has a Mind to come into chat Pare. 
ticular. 8 * 4 1 


_ agreed on, and this very Day named for the Wed- 
Ng 1 


— 
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Sir J. Bev. Ay, he followed us, till the Gentleman 


Who led the Lady in the Iadian Mantle, preſented that 


gay Creature to the Ruſtick, and bid him (like Cymor 
in the Fable) grow polite, by falling in Love, and let 
that worthy old Gentleman alone, meaning me: The 
Clown was not reform'd, but rudely perſiſted, and of- 
fered to force off my Maſk; with that the Gentleman 
throwing off his own, appeared to be my Son, and in 
his Concern for me, tore off that of the Nobleman; at 
this they ſeized each other; the Company call'd the 
Guards; and in the Surprize, the Lady ſwoon'd away : 
Upon which-my Son quitted his Adverſary, and had now 
no Care but of the Lady. when railing her in his 
Arms, Art thou gone, cry'd he, for ever forbid it, 
Heav'n!——— She revives at his known Voice,. — and 
with the moſt familiar thoꝰ modeſt Geſture hangs in Safety 
over his Shoulders weeping, but wept as in the Arms 
of one, before whom ſhe could give herſelf a Looſe, were 
ſhe not under Obſervation; while ſhe hides her Face in 


his Neck, he carefully conveys her from the Company. 


Humph. I have obſerved this Accident has dwelt upon 
you very ſtrongly. + F 
Sir F. Bev. Her uncommon Air, her noble Modeſty, 


the Dignity of her Perſon, and the Occaſion itſelf, drew 


the whole Aſſembly together; and I ſoon heard it buzz d 
about, ſhe was the adopted Daughter of a famous Sea- 
Officer, who had ſerved in France. Now this unexpected 
and publick Diſcovery of my Son's ſo deep Concern for 
her | 21 N 
Hunpb. Was what, I ſuppoſe, alarm'd Mr. Sealand, 
in behalf of his Daughter, to break off the Match. 
Sir F. Bev. You are right. He came to me Yeſter- 
day, and ſaid, he thought himſelf diſengaged from the 
Bargain; being credibly informed my Son was already 
-marry'd, or worſe to the Lady at the Maſquerade. 
I. palliated Matters, and inſiſted on our Agreement; 
but we parted with little leis than a direct Breach be- 
tween us. „ ; | 
Humpb. Well, Sir; and what Notice have you taken 
of all this to my young Maſter? | 
* | A 5 „ 


* 


"aw 


10 The Conscrovs Lovers. 


Sir F. Bev. That's what I wanted to debate with you 
l have ſaid nothing to him yet But look you, 
Humphrey if there is ſo much in this Amour of his, 

that he denies apon my Summons to marry, I have 
Cauſe enough to be offended; and then by my inſiſting 

upon his marrying To day, I ſhall know how far he is 
engag'd to this Lady in Maſquerade, and from thence 
only ſhall be able to take my Meaſures, in the mean Time 
J would have you find out how far that Rogue his Man is 
let into his Secret. He, I know, will play Tricks as 
much to croſs me, as to ſerve his Maſter. | 

_ Humph. Why do you think ſo of him, Sir? I believe he 
is no worſe than J was for you, at your Son's Age. 

Sir F. Bow. I ſee it in the Raſcal's Looks. But I 
have dwelt on theſe Things too long; I'll go to my Son 
immediately, and while Pm gone, your part is to con- 
vince his Rogue Tom that I am in earneſt. Pll leave him 
to you. 42 8 50 [Exit Sir John Bevil. 
Humph. Well, tho' this Father and Son live as well 
together as poſſible, yet their Fear of giving each other 

Pain, is attended with conſtant mutual Uneaſineſs. I'm 
ſure I have encugh to do to be honeſt, and yet keep 
well with them both: But they know J love em, and 

that makes the Taſk leſs painful however ——Ob, here s 

the Prince of poor Coxcombs, the Repreſentative of all 
the better fed than taught. Ho! ho! Tom, whither 

ſo gay and fo airy this Morning? 4 
| Enter Tom, Singing. $ | | 

Tom. Sir, we Servants of fingle Gentlemen are another 
kind of People, than you domeſtick ordinary Drudges 
that do Buſineſs. We are rais'd above you: The Plea- 
ſures of Board Wages, Tavern Dinners, and many 2 
clear Gain; Vails, alas! you never heard or dreamt of. 

Humph. Thou haſt Follies and Vices enough for a Man 
of Ten thouſand a Year, tho' tis but as t'other Day that 
J ſent for you to Town, to put you into Mr. Sealard's 
Family, that you might learn a little before 1 put you 
to my young Maſter, who is too gentle for training ſuch 
a rude Thing as you were into proper W 

Po | „ — 
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You then pull'd off your Hat to every one you met in 
the Street, like a baſhful great aukward Cub as you were. 
But your great Oaken Cudgel, when you were a Booby, 
became you much better than that dangling Stick at your 
Button, now you are a Fop. That's fit for nothing, ex- 
cept it hangs there to be ready for your Maſter's Hand 
when you are impertinent. x Een. 

Tom. Uncle Humphrey, you know my Maſter ſcorns 
to ſtrike his Servants. You talk as if the World was 
_now, juſt as it was when my old Maſter and you 
were in your Youth When you went to Dinner be- 
cauſe it was ſo much a Clock, when the great Blow was 
given in the Hall at the Pantry door, and all the Fa- 
mily came out of their Holes, in ſuch ſtrange Dreſſes 
and formal Faces, as you ſee in the Pictures in our long 
Gallery in the Country. | | 
Humph. Why, you wild Rogue! 

Tom, You could not fall to your Dinner till a formal 

Fellow, in a black Gown, faid ſomething over the Meat, 
as if the Cook had not made it ready enough. 
Hlumpb. Sirrah, who do you prate after? Deſpi- 
ſing Men of ſacred Characters! I hope you never heard 
my good young Maſter talk fo like a Profligate. . + 

Tom. Sir, | ſay you put upon me, when I firſt came to 
Town, about being orderly, and the Doctrine of wearing 
Shams, to make Linen laſt clean a Fortnight, keeping 
my Clothes freſh, and wearing a Frock within Doors. 
Humpb. Sirrah, I gave you thoſe Leſſons becauſe I 
ſuppos'd, at that Time, your Maſter and you might have 
din'd at home every Day, and coft you nothing; then 
you might have made a good' Family Servant. But the 
Gang you have frequented ſince, at Chocolate-Houſes 


and Taverns, in a continual round of Noiſe and Extra- 
vaganceꝛqꝗd 8 | 5 1 n 


Tom. I don't know what you heavy Inmates call Noiſe 
and Extravagance; but we Gentlemen, who are well 
fed, and cut a figure, S'r, think it a fine Life, and that © 
we mult be very pretty Fellows who are kept only to 
be looked at. | 1 01 49 55 | | 
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Humph. Very well, Sir, hope the Faſhion of 
being lewd and extravagant, deſpiſing of Decency and 
Order, is almoſt at an End, ſince it is arrived at Perſons 
of your Quality. 

Tom. Maſter Humphrey, Ha! ha! you were an un- 
bappy Lad to be ſent up to Town in ſuch queer Days 
as you were: Why now, Sir, the Lacquies are the 
Men of Pleaſure of the Age; the Top Gameſters; and 
many a lac'd Coat about Town, have had their Edu- 
cation in our Party-colour'd Regiment. We are 
falſe Lovers; have a Taſte of Muſick, Poetry, Billet- 
doux, Dreſs, Politicks; ruin Damſels; pa when we are 
weary of this lewd T own, and have a mind to take 
vp, Whip into our Maiers Wigs and * and marry 
Fortunes. | 

Humph. Hey . 

Tom. Nay, Sir, our Order is carry d pp to the higheſt 
Dignities and Diſtindtions; ſtep but into the Painted 
7 mag 2 SE an by our Titles you'd take us all for 

en of Quality then again come down to the Court 
of © Requeſts, and you ſhall: ſee us all laying our broken 
Heads together for the Good of the Nation: and tho' we 
never catry a Queſtion Nemine Contradicente, yet this I 
can ſay with a ſafe Conſcience, (and I wiſh every Gen- 
tleman of our Cloth could lay his Hand upon his Heart 
and ſay the ſame) that I never took ſo much as a ſingle 
Mug of Beer ſor my Vote in all my Life. | 

Humph, Sirrah, there is no enduring your Extrava- 
gance IH hear you prate no longer. I wanted to ſee 
vou, to enquire: how Things go with your Maſter, as 
far as you underſtand them; I ſuppoſe he knows he is 
to be married To- day. 

Tam. Ay, Sir, he knows it, and is dreſs'd as gay as 
the Sun; but, between you and I, my Dear, he has a 
very heavy Heart under all that 8 As ſoon as 6 
was dreſs'd I retir'd, but overheard him Sigh in the moſt” 
heavy Manner. He walk'd thoaghtfully to and fro in 
the Room, then went into his Cloſet; when he came 
100 he gave me this for his Miſtreſs, whoſe Maid you 

5 
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| Humph. Is paſſionately fond of your fine Perſon, 
Tom. The poor Fool is ſo tender, and loves to hear me 

talk of the World, and the Plays, Opera' - and Rrdotto's, 
for the Winter; the Parks and Bellſixe, for our Summer 
Diverſions; and Lard! ſays ſhe, you are ſo wild 
but you have a world of Humour. 

Humph. Coxcomb! Well, but why don't you run with 
your Maſter's Letter to Mrs. Lucinda, as he order'd you? 

Tom. Becauſe Mrs. Lucinda is not ſo eaſily come at as 
you think for. 

Humph. Not eaſily come at? Why, Sirrah, are not her 
Father and my old Maſter agreed that ſhe and Mr. Bevil 
are to be one Fleſh before To- moriow Morning? 10% 

Tom. Its no Matter for that: her Mother, it ſeems, 
Mrs. Sealand, has not agreed to it: and you muſt know, 


Mr. Humphrey, that in chat Family the grey Mare is the 
better Horſe. 


Humphb. What doſt thou mean? | 
Tom. In one Word, Mrs. Sealand pretends to have a 
Will of. her own, and has provided a Relation of hers, 
a ſtiff, ſtarch'd Philoſopher, and a wiſe Fool, for her 
Dame: for which Reaſon, for theſe ten Days paſt, 


ſhe has ſuffer'd no Meſſage nor Letter from my n THE: 


to come near her. 

Humph. And where had you. this Intelligence ? 

Tom. From a fooliſh fond Soul that can keep nothing 
fo me——One that will deliver this Letter too, if ſhe | 
is rightly manag d. 5 

Humph; What! her pretty Hand-niaid, Mrs, Pbillic? 

Tom, Even the, Sir; this is the very Hour, you know 

ſhe uſually comes hither, under a Pretence of a Viſit to 
our Houſe-keeper forſooth, but in ber to have a 
Glance at 

Humph. Your ſweet F ace, I warrant you, 

Tom. Nothing elſe in Nature; you muſt know, I love 
to fret, and play with the little Wanton, —— 

Humph. Play with the little e N What will chis 
World come to! 

Tom. | met her this morning, in a new Manteau and 
| Penicoat, not a bit the worſe for her Lady s wearing; 


and 


14 The Consc1ovs Lovers. 
and ſhe has always new Thoughts and new Airs with 


new Clothes then ſhe never fails to ſteal ſome Glance - 
or Geſture from every Viſitant at their Houſe; and is in- 


deed the whole Town of Coquettes at ſecond Hand. But 
here ſhe comes; in one Motion ſhe ſpeaks and deſcribes 
herſelf better than all the Words in the World can. 
. 1 Humph,” Then I hope, dear Sir, when your own Af- 
fair is over, you will be ſo good as to mind your Maſter's 
with her. A 1 | | 
Tom. Dear Humphrey, you know my Maſter is my 
Friend, and thoſe are People I never forget. 
Humph. Saucineſs itſelf! but V1! leave you to do your 
beſt for-him. e r [ Exit. 


Enter Phillis. 


Phil. Oh, Nr. Thomas, is Mrs: Sugar ley at home? 


—Lard, one is almoſt aſham'd to paſs along the Streets. 
The Town is quite empty, and no body of Faſhion left 
in it; and the ordinary People do ſo flare to ſee any 
Thing (dreſs'd like a Woman of Condition) paſs by. 
Alas I Alas! it is a ſad Thing to walk. O Fortune! 
Sn! 5435) ntl able br 7 A 
Tom. What! a ſad Thing to walk? Why, Madam 
Phillis, do you wiſh yourſelf lame ? 7 
Phil. No, Mr. Thomas, but I with I were generally 
carry'd in a Coach or Chair, and of a Fortune neither to 
ſtand nor go, but to totter, or ſlide, to be ſhort-ſighted, 
or ſtare, to fleer in the Face, to look diſtant, to obſerve, 
to overlcok, yet all become me; and, if I was rich, I 
could twire and loll as well as the beſt of them. Oh, 


4 


Tom! Tom! is it not a pity that you ſhould. be ſo great 


| a Coxcomb, and I fo great a Coquette, and yet be ſuch 
Devils as we are? 5 


Tem. Mrs. Phillis, I am your humble Servant for 


Phil. Yes, Mr. Thomas, I know how much you are my 
bumble Servant, and kacw what you faid to Mrs. Judy, 
upon ſeeing her in one of her Lady's Caſt Manteaus; 
That any one would have thought her the Lady, and that 
the had ordered the other to wear it till it fat eaſy for 

. | ; now 


— 
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now only it was becoming: To my Lady it was only 


- a Covering, to Mrs. Judy it was a Habit. This you 


ſaid after ſome Body or other. Oh, Tom! Tom! thou 
art as falſe and as baſe, as the beſt Gentleman of them 
all; but, you Wretch, talk to me no more on the old 


odious Subject. Don t, I ſay. 


Tom. I know not how to reſiſt your Cm Ma- 


dam. [In @ ſubmiſſive Tone, retiring, 


Phil. Commands about parcing are grown mighty 
eaſy to you of late. 

Tom. O, I have her; I have nettled and put her into 
the right Temper to be wrought upon, and ſet a prating. 


[Aldi. — Why truly, to be plain with you, Mrs. Phil. 


lis, I can take little Comfort of late in frequenting your 
Houſe. 

Phil. Pray, Mr. T homas, what is it all of a ſudden 
offends your Nicety at our Houſe? 
Tom. I don't care to ſpeak eee but I diſlike 
the Whole. 

Phil. I thank you, Sir, I am a Part of that Whole, 

Tom. Miſtake me not, good Phzllis, 

Phil. Good Phillis! Saucy enough. But bens 

Tom. ſay, it is, that thou art a Part, which gives me 
Pain for the Diſpoſition of the Whole. Vou muſt know, 
Madam, to be ſerious, I am a Man, at the Bottom, of 
prodigious nice Honour. You are too much expos'd to 
Company at your Houſe. To be plain, I don't like ſo 
many, that would be your Miſtreſs's Lovers, whiſpering 
to you. 

Phil Don't think to put that upon me. You ſay this 


becauſe | wrang you. to the Heart, when I touch'd your 


guilty Conſcience about Judy. 
Tom. Ah Phillis! Phillis! if you but knew my Heart! 
Phil. I know too much on't. 


Tam. Nay then poor Cri/po's Fate and mine are one 
Therefore give me Leave to ſay, or ſing at leaſt, as in 
does upon the ſame Occaſion | 


[Se wedette, &c. | i ags.] 


Phil What, do you think I'm to be fobb'd off with a 
Song? 
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Song? I don't queſtion but you have ſung the ſame to 


Mrs. Judy too. 

Tom. Don't diſparage your Chari good Phillis with 
Jealouſy of ſo worthleſs an Object; beſides, ſhe is a poor 
Huſſy, and if you doubt the Sincerity of my Love, you 


will allow me true to my 2 You. are a Fortune, 
- Phillis- 


Phil. What mich the Fop bs at 8 In good Time 


indeed, you ſhall be ſetting up for a Fortune! 


Tom. Dear Mrs. Phillis, you have ſuch a Spirit that we 
ſhall never be dull in Marriage, when we come together, 
But I tell you, you are a Fortune, and you have an 
Eſtate in my Hands. [He pulls out a Purſe, ſpe eyes it. 

Phil. What Pretence have I to what is in your Hands, 
Mr. Thomas? 

Tom. As thus: there are Hours, you know, when a 
Lads: is neither pleas'd nor diſpleas'd, neither ſick or well, 
when ſhe lolls or loiters, when ſhe is without Defires, 


from having more of every Thing than ſhe knows what 
to do with. th 


Phil. Well, what then ? | 
Tem. When ſhe has not Life Pricey to — der 


bright Eyes quite open to look at her own dear image 
in the Glaſs, 


Phil. Explain thyſelf, and don't be ſo fond of thy 


own prating. 


Tom, There are alſo proſperous. and good. natured 
Moments, as when a Knot or a Patch is happily fix d, 


when the Complexion particularly flouriſhes. 


Phil. Well, what then? 1 have not Patience! | 
Tom. Why then or on the like Oecaſions we 
Servants who have Skill to know how to time Buſineſs, 
ſee when ſuch a pretty folded Thing as this [He a 
Letter} may be preſented, laid, or dropp'd, as beſt ſuits 


the preſent Humour. And, Madam, becauſe it is a long 
weariſome Journey to run through all the ſeveral: Stages 


of a Lady's Temper, my Maſter, who is the moſt reaſon- 
able Man in the World, Neben you this to bear your 
Charges on the Road. [Gives her the Purſe, 
Phel. Now you think me a corrupt Huſſey, . | 5 

| Tom, 
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Tom. Oh fy, I only think you'll take the Letter. 
Phil. Nay, I know you do, but I know my own In- 
nocence; I take it for my Miſtreſs's Sake. 
Tom. I know it my pretty one, I know-it. 8 
Phil. Ves, I ſay I do it becauſe I would not have my 
Miſtreſs deluded by one who gives no Proof of his Paſ- 
fion: but PI talk more of this, as you ſee me on my 
Way home — No, Tom, I aſſure thee; I take this Traſh 
of thy Maſter's not for the Value of the Thing, but as 
it convinces me he has a true Reſpe& for my Miſtreſs. L 
remember a Verſe to the Purpoſe. 5 
They may be falſe who languiſh and complain, 
But they who part with Money never feign. [ Exeuni. 


6.0 
Bevil junior's Lodgings. 


| Bevil junior, reading. IT 
Bev. jun. Theſe moral Writers practiſe Virtue after 
Death; This charming Viſion of Mirza! ſuch an Auther 
conſulted in a Morning, ſets the Spirits for the Viciſh- 
tudes of the Day, better than the Glaſs does a Man's | 
Perſon; but what a Day have I to go thro' l to put on an 
eaſy Look with an aking Heart, —If this Lady my Fav 
ther urges me to marry ſhould not refuſe me, my Dilem- * --.. | 
ma is unſupportable. But why ſhould I fear it? is not 
ſhe in equal Diſtteſs with me? has not the Letter I have 
ſent her this Morning, confeſt my Inclination to another? 
Nay, have I not moral Aſſurances of her Engagements 
too, to my Friend Myrtle? It's impoſſible but ſhe muſt 
ive in to it: For, ſure to be deny'd is a Favour any 
an may pretend to. It muſt be ſo—Well then, with 
the Aſſurance of being rejected, I think I may confi- 
dently ſay to my Father, I am ready to marry her— 
Then let me reſolve upon (what I am not very good at, 
tho” it is) an honeſt Diſſimulation. | 


„ nt, Enter Tom. 
Tom. Sir Jobn Bevil, Sir, is in the next Room. 5 
4-0: f _ 
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ev. jun. Dunce! why did you not bring him in? 

Tom. I told him, Sir, you were in your Cloſet. 

Bev. jun, I thought you had known, Sir, it was my 
"oy to ſee my Father any where. 

[Going himſelf to the Door. 

Tom. The Devil's in my * he has always more 

Wit than I have. IAlae. 
* Bevil jun. b Sir John. 


Bev. jun. Sir, you are the moſt gallant, the moſt 
complaiſant of all Parents—Sure tis not a Compliment 
to ſay theſe Lodgings are yours * wou' d you 
not walk in, Sir? 

Sir J. Bew. I was loth to interrupt you unſeaſonably 
on your Wedding - day. 

Bev. jun. One to whom I am beholden for my Birth- 
day, might have uſed leſs Ceremony. 

Sir J. Bew. Well, Son, I have Intelligence you have 
writ to your Miſtreſs this Morning: It would pleaſe my 
Curioſity to know the Contents of a Wedding-day Let- 
ter; for Courtſhip muſt then be over. 


Bev. jun. I affure you, Sir, there was no Inſolence 


in it, upon the Proſpect of ſuch a vaſt Fortune's bein 
-added to our Family; but much enn ment of 
the Lady's greater Deſert. FE 

Sir J. Bev. But, dear Fack, are you in earneſt i in all | 
| this! And will you really marry her! 
Bev. jun. Sir, If the Lady is dreſs'd and ready, you 
| ſee 1 am. I ſuppoſe the Lawyers are ready too. 


Enter Humphrey. 


Hunpb. Sir, Mr. Sealand is at the Coſiee- thauſe, and 
has ſent to ſpeak with you. Wm 
Sir F. Bev. Oh! that's well! Then. I warrant the 
Lawyers are ready, Son, you'll be in the Way, you: 
„ Jun. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll take a Chair and go 
to Mr. Sealand's, where the young Lady and I will wait: 
your Leiſure. 8 
Sir F. Bev. By no en e e old F cllow will a 
3 8 55 5 
Be. 
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Bev jun. Ay — But the young Lady, Sir, will 
think me ſo indifferent: | 
. Humph. Ay— there you are right——preſs your Rea- 
dineſs to go to the Bride he won't let you. 


eee $16) e | [Afide to Bevil jun. 
Bev. jun. Are you ſure of that? [Aide to Humph. 
Humph. How he likes being prevented. [ {/fide. 


Sir F. Bev. No, no: You are an Hour or two too 
early. Beſides, this Sealand is a moody old Fellow): 
There's no dealing with ſome People, but by managing 
with Indifference. We muſt leave to him the Condu 
of this Day. It is the laſt of his commanding his 
Daughter. | 

Bew. jun. Sir, he can't take it ill, that I am impatient 
to be hers. 

Sir J. Bev. Pray let me geaern in this matter: you 
can't tell how humourſome old Fellows are(ꝛvq 
There's no offering Reaſon to ſome of em, eſpecially 
when they are rich If my Son ſhould ſee him, 
before Pve brought old Sealand into better Temper, the 
Match would be imprafticable. [ 4/ide. 

Humph. Pray, Sir, let me beg you to let Mr. Bevil 
go. See whether he will or not. [ Aide to Sir John. 
—{ Then to Bev:] Pray, Sir, command yourſelf; 
fince you ſee my Maſter is poſitive, it is better you 
ald not g) tk 4 3 

Sir J. Bev. So! I muſt even leave Things as I found 
them: and in the mean Time, at leaſt, keep old Sea- 

land ont of his Sight. Well, Son, Pll go myſelf and 
take Orders in your Aﬀair——You'll be in the Way, 1 
ſuppoſe, if I ſend to you I'll leave your old Friend 
with you Hampbrey don't let him ſtir, d'ye hear: 
Vour Servant, your Servant. [Exit Sir John. 
- Humph. 1 have a ſad Time on't, Sir, between you and 
my Maſter I fee you are unwilling, and I know 
his violent Inclinations for the Match I muſt betray 
neither, and yet deceive you both, for your common 
Good Heav'n grant a good End of this Matter; 
But there is a Lady, Sir, that gives your Father much 
Trouble and Sorrow——You'll pardon me, 


| py, 
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Bev. jun. Humphrey, I know thou art a Friend to 


both; and in that Confidence, I dare tell thee That 
Lady——is a Woman of Honour and Virtue. You may 
aſſure yourſelf, I never will marry without my Father's, 
Conſent: But give me Leave to ſay too, this Declaration 
does not come up to a Promiſe, that I will take whom- 
ſoever he pleaſes. es „ 

Humph. My dear Maſter, were I but worthy to know 

this Secret, that ſo near concerns you, my Life, my all, 
ſhould. be engag'd to ſerve you. This, Sir, I dare pro- 
mite, that I am ſure I will, and can be ſecret. your Truſt, 
at worſt, but leaves you where you were; and if I cannot 
ſerve you, I will at once be plain, and tell you ſo. 

Bev. juv, That's all I aſk: Thou haſt made it now 
my Intereſt to truſt the ge patient then, and hear 
the Story of my Heart. . 

Humph. I am all Attention, Sir. 
Bev. jun. You may remember, Humphrey, that in my 
laſt Travels, my Father grew uneaſy at my making ſo 
long a Stay at Toulon. HT HOY 

Humph, 1 remember it; he was apprehenſive ſome 
Woman had laid hold of you. ER 


Bev. jun. His fears were juſt; for there I firſt ſaw. 
this Lady: She is of Enxgliſß Birth: Her Father's 
Name was Datvers, a younger Brother of an anci- 
ent Family, and originally an eminent merchant of. 
Briſtol; who upon repeated . Misfortunes, was reduced 

to go privately to the Indi. In this Rewucat Provi- 
dence again grew favourable to bis Induſtry, and, in 
fix Years Time, reſtored him to his former Fortunes: 
On this he ſent Directions over, that his Wife and 
little Family ſhould follow him to the Indies. His 
Wife, impatient to obey ſuch welcome Orders, would 
not wait the Leiſure of a Convoy, but took the firſt 
Occaſion of a ſingle Ship,. and with her Huſband's Siſ- 
ter only, and this Daughter, then ſcarce ſeven Years 
old, undertook the fatal Voyage. For here, poor 
Creature, ſhe loſt her Liberty, and Life; ſhe, and her 
Family, with all they had, were unfortunately taken 
by a Privateer from Toulon. Being thus made a Priſoner | 
N «oh | "EY though, 


The Conscriovs Lovers. 27 
though, as ſuch, not ill-treated, yet the Fright, the 

Shock, and the cruel Diſappointment, ſeiz'd with ſuch 
Violence upon her unhealthy Frame, ſhe ficken'd, pined 
and died at Sea. | 

Humph, Poor Soul! O the helpleſs Infant? 

Bev. jun. Her Siſter yet ſurviv'd, and had the Care 
of her: The Captain too proved to have Humanity, and 
became a Father to her; for having himſelf married. 
an Engliþ Woman, and being childleſs, he brought 
home, into Toulon, this her little Country-woman ; pre- 
ſenting her, with all her dead Mother's Moveables of 

Value to his Wife, to be educated as his own adopted. 
Daughter. ID Fg 

Humpb. Fortune here ſeem'd, again, to ſmile on her. 

Bev. jun, Only to make her Frowns more terrible: For 
in his Height of Fortune, this Captain too, her Bene- 
factor, unfortunately was kill'd at Sea, and dying in- 
teſtate, his Eſtate fell wholly to an Advocate, his Brother, 
who coming ſoon to take Poſſeſſion, there found (among 
dis other Riches) this blooming Virgin, at his Mercy. 

Hlumph. He durſt not ſure abuſe his Power! 

Bev. jun, No wonder if his pamper'd Blood was fired 
at the Sight of her in ſhort, he lov'd: but when all 
Arts and gentle Means had fail'd to move, he offer'd 
too his Menaces in vain, denouncing Vengeance on her 
Cruelty; demanding her to account for all her Main- 
tenance, from her Childhood; ſeiz'd on her little For. 
tune, as his own Inheritance, and was dragging her by 
Violence to Priſon; when Providence, at the Inſtant 
interpos'd, and ſent me, by Miracle, to relieve her. 

 Humph. *Twas Providence indeed: But pray, Sir, 
after all this Trouble, how came this Lady at laſt. to 
England ? A „ 

_ Bow. jun. The diſappointed Advocate, finding ſhe had 
fo unexpected a Support, on cooler Thoughts, deſcended 
to a Compoſition; which I, without her Knowledge, 
ſecretly diſcharg'd. | 
Humph. That generous Concealment made the Obli- 
gation double, e | | 


22 The Consciovs Lovers. 

Bew. jun. Having thus obtain'd her Liberty, I pre - 
val d, not without ſome Difficulty, to ſee her ſafe to 
England; where we no ſooner arrived, but my Father, jea- 
Jous of my being imprudently engaged, immediately pro- 
poſed this other fatal Match that hangs upon my Quiet. 

. Humph. I find, Sir, you are ann fix d upon 
this Lady). 

Bew. jun. As my vital Life dwells in my 3 
and yet you ſce—what I do to pleaſe my Father: Walk 
in this Pageantry of Dreſs, this ſplendid Covering of 
Sorrow But, Humphrey, you have your Leſflon. 

Humph. Now, Sir, 1 have but one material Queſ- 
tion 

Bew. jun. Aſk it freely. 

Humph. Is it, then, your own Paſſion for this ſecret 
Lady, or hers for you, that gives you this Averſion to 
the Match your Father has propoſed you? 

Bew. jun, I ſhall appear, Humphrey, more romantick 
in my Anſwer, than in all the reſt of my Story: For 
tho? I dote on her to death, and have no little Reaſon to 
believe ſhe has the ſame Thoughts 2 me; yet in all my 
Acquaintance, and utmoſt Privacies with her, J never 
once directly told her, that I loved, - 

Humph, How was it poſſible to avoid it? 

Bev. jun. My tender Obligations to my Father — * 
laid ſo inviolable a Reſtraint upon my Conduct, that till 
I have his Conſent to ſpeak, I am determin'd, on that 
Subject, to be dumb for ever —— 

Humpb. Well, Sir, to your Praiſe be it ſpoken, you are 
certainly the moſt unfaſhionable Loyer i in Great Auen 


Enter Tom. 


Tom. Sir, Mr. Myr:/:'s at the next Door, and if you 
are at Leiſure, will be glad to wait on you. 
Bew. jun. Whenever he pleaſes hold, Tom! did 
you receive no Anſwer to my Letter? | | 
Tom. Sir, I was defir'd to call again; for I was s told, | 
her Mother would not let her be out of her Sight; but 
about an Hour hence, * Phillis ſaid, I ſhould have one. 
Bev. Jun. Very well. . 


Hunb, 
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 Humph. Sir, I will take another Opportunity; in the 
mean Time, I only think it proper to tell you, that from 
a Secret I know, you may appear to your Father as for- 
ward as you pleaſe, to marry Lucinda, without the leaſt 
Hazard of its coming to a Concluſion - Sir, your 
moſt obedient Servant. | 
Bev. jun. Honeſt Humphrey, continue but my Friend, 
in this Exigence, and you ſhall always find me yours. 
9 5 [Exit Humph. 
I long to hear how my Letter has ſucceeded with La- 
ci naa. Poor Myrtle, what Terrors myſt he be in all 
this while ? ———eSince he knows ſhe is offer'd to me, 
and refuſed to him, there is no converſing, or taking any 
Meaſures with him, for his own Service. — But I ought 
” bear with my Friend, and uſe him as one in Adver- 
lity.; . 
All his Diſquietudes by my own I prove, 3 
The greateſt Grief's Perplexity in Love. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Bevil jun. and Tom. 


Tom. CIR, Mr. Myrtle. | 
Bev. jun. Very well,—do you ſtep again, 
and wait for an Anſwer to my Letter. | 


l Enter Myrtle. 


Bev. jun. Well, Charles, why ſo much Care in thy 
Countenance? Is there any Thing in the World deſerves 
it? You, who uſed to be fo gay, ſo open, fo vacant! 

Myrt. I think we have of late chang'd Complexionss 
You, who us'd to be much the graver Man, are now- 
all Air in your Behaviour —But the Cauſe of my 
Concern, may, for ought I know, be the ſame iy 


—_ 
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that gives you all this Satisfaction. In a Word, Tam 
told that you are this very Day (and your Dreſs confirms 
me in it) to be married to Lucinda. fo 
Bev. jun. You are not miſinform'd Nay, put 
not on the Terrors of a Rival, *till you hear me out, I 
ſhall diſoblige the beſt of Fathers, if I don't ſeem ready 
to marry Lucinda; and you know I have ever told you, 
you might make Uſe of my ſecret Reſolution, never 
to marry her, for your own Service, as you pleaſe. 
But I am now driven to the Extremity of immediately 
refuſing, or complying, unleſs you help me to eſcape 
the Match. 6 
Myrt. Eſcape? Str, neither her Merit, nor her For- 
tune are below your Acceptance. Eſcaping, do you 
call it! 

Bev. jun. Dear Sir, do you wiſh I ſhould deſire the 
Match ? * | 1 

Myrt. No but ſuch is my humorous and ſickly 
State of Mind, ſince it has been able to reliſh nothing 
but Lucinda, that tho I muſt owe my Happineſs to your 
Averſion to this Marriage, I can't bear to hear her 
fpoken of with Levity or Unconcern, | 

 Bew. jun. Pardon me, Sir; I ſhall tranſgreſs that Way 
no more. She has Underſtanding, Beauty, Shape, Com- 
plexion, Wit=— Wes = 4 

Myrt. Nay, dear Bevil, don't ſpeak of her as if you 
lov'd her, neither. 3 

Bev. jun. Why then, to give you Eaſe at once, tho” I 
allow Lucinda to have good Senſe, Wit, Beauty, and Vir- 
tue; I know another, in whom theſe Qualities appear 
- to me more amiable, than in her, _ 

Myrt. There you ſpoke like a reaſonable and good- 
natur'd Friend. When you acknowledge her Merit, and 
own your Prepoſſeſſion for another, at once you gratify 

my Fondneſs, and cure my Jealouſy. | ES, 

Bev. jun. But all this while you take no Notice, you 
have no Apprehenſion of another Man, that has twice 
the Fortune of either of us. 3 

Myrt. Cimberion! Hang him, a formal, philoſophi- 
tal, pedantick Coxcomb For the Sot, with all — 4 

| LE. cr 


The ConScious LOVERS. 25 
crude Notions of divers Things, under the Direction of 
great Vanity, and very little Judgment, ſhews his ſtrong 
elt Bias is Avarice; which is ſo predominant in him, 
that he will examine the Limbs of his Miſtreſs with the 
Caution of a Jockey, and pays no more Compliment to 
her perſonal Charms, than if ſhe were a mere breeding 
Ani! : | | 

Bew. jun. Are you ſure that is not affected? I have 
Known ſome Women ſooner ſet on Fire by that Sort af 
' Negligence, than by | 
© Myrt. No, no; hang him, the Rogue has no Art, it 
is pure ſimple Indolenee and Stupidity. 
Bew. jur. Yet with all this, I don't take him for a 
„„ 5 

Myrr. I own the Man is not a Natural; he has a 
very quick Senſe, tho? very ſlow Underſtanding. —He 
ſays, indeed, many Things, that want only the Circum- 
ſtances of Time and Place, to be very juſt and agreeable. 

Bev. jun. Well, you may be ſure of me, if you can 
diſappoint him; but my Intelligence ſays, the Mother 
has actually ſent for the Conveyancer, to draw Articles 
for his Marriage with Lucinda; tho' thoſe for mine with 
her, are, by her Father's Order, ready for ſigning, but 
ft ſeems ſhe has not thought ft to conſult either him or 
his Daughter in the Matter, | 


Myrt. Pſhaw! A poor troubleſome Woman 
Neither Lucinda, nor her Father, will ever be brought 
to comply with it, ——beſides, I am ſure, Cimberton can 
make no Settlement upon her, without the Concurrence 
of his great Uncle Sir Ge, in the Weſt. | 
Bev. jun, Well, Sir, and I can tell you, that's the 
very Point tbat is now laid before her Counſel; to 
know whether a firm Settlement can be made, without 
this Uncle's actually joining in it. Now pray conſi- 
der, Sir, when my Affair with Lucinda comes, as it ſoon 
muſt, to an open Rupture, how are you ſure that Cim- 
 berten's Fortune may not then tempt her Father, too, ty 
hear his Propoſals, FT; 

Myrt. There you are right indeed, that muſt be pro- 
vided again. Do 1 who are her Counfel? 
8 * He. 
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Bev. jun. Yes, for your Service I have found out that 
too, they are Serjeant Bramble and Old Target | 
by the Way, they are neither of 'em known in the Fa- 

mily; now I was thinking, why you might not put a 
couple of falſe Counſel upon her, to delay and confound 
Matters a little beſides, it may probably let you 
into the Bottom of her whole Deſign againſt you. 

Myrt. As how, pray? _ | 

Bev. jun. Why, can't you ſlip on a black Wig and a 
Gown, and be Old Bramble yourſelf? _ „ 

Mjrt. Ha! I don't diſlike it but what ſhall I do 
for a Brother in the Caſe? | 

Bew. jun. What think you of my Fellow, Tom? the 
Rogue's intelligent, and is a good Mimick; all his Part 
will be but to flutter heartily, for that's Old Targe!'s 
Caſe the Conduct of the Scene will chiefly lie upon you, 

Myrt. I like it of all Things; if you'll fend Tem to 
my Chambers, I will give him full Inſtructions: This 
v ill certainly give me Occaſion to raiſe Difficulties, to 
puzzle, or confound her Project for a while, at leaſt. 

Bev. jun. I'll warrant you Succeſs; ſo far we are 
right then: and now, Charles, your Apprehenſion of my 
marrying her, 1s all you have to get over. 

Myrt. Dear Bewil! tho' I know you are my Friend, 
yet when I abſtrat myſelf from my own Intereſt in the 
Thing, 1 know no Objection ſhe can make to you, or 
you to her, and therefore hope —— _ 

Bew. jun. Dear Myriie, Jam as much obliged to you 
for the Cauſe of your Suſpicion, as T am offended at the 
Effect: But be aſſured, I am taking Meaſures for your 
certain Security, and that all Things with regard to me 
will end in your entire Satisfaction. 13 

Myrt. Well, I'Il promiſe you to be as eaſy and as con- 

fident as | can; tho” I cannot but remember that IJ have 
more than Life at Stake on your Fidelity. { Going. 

Bew. jun. Then depend upon it, you have no Chance 
againſt you. 6. 8 
Mit. Nay, no Ceremony, you know I muſt be going. 
; 3 | [Exit Myrtle. 

Bev. jun. Well! this is another Inſtance of the Per- 

3 plexities 
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plexities which ariſe too, in faithful Friendſhip: But all 
this while poor Indiana is tortured with the Doubt of 
me! [I'll take this Opportunity to viſit her; for tho” the 
religious Vow I have made to my Father, reſtrains me 
from ever marrying without his Approbation, yet that 
confines me not from ſeeing a virtuous Woman, that is 
the pure Delight of my Eyes, and the guiltleſs Joy of 
my Heart: But the beſt Condition of Human Life is but 
a gentle Miſery. . 1 
| To hope for perfe& Happineſs is vain, Ru 
And Love has ever its Allays of Pain. [ Exit. 


Enter Iſabella, and Indiana zz her own Lodgings. 


Lab. Yes—I ſay *tis Artifice, dear Child; I ſay to 
thee, again and again, *tis all Skill and Management, 
Ind. Will you perſuade me there can be an ill Deſign, 

in ſupporting me in the Condition of a Woman of Qaa- 
lity ? attended, dreſs'd, and lodg'd like one, in my Ap- 
pearance abroad, and my Furniture at home, every Way - 
in the moſt ſumptuous Manner, and he that does it has 
an Artifice, a Deſign in it? 

Lab. Yes, Ves. | 

1nd. And all this without ſo much as explaining to 
me, that all about me comes from him ! | 

Jab. Ay, ay, ——the more for that——that keeps 
the Title to all you have the more in him! 

Ind. The more in Him !—He ſcorns the Thought 
Lab. Then He=—He—_HgHe —_u _ | 

ud. Well, be not ſo eager-—— If he is an ill Man, 
let us look into his Stratagems. Here is another of 
them. {Shewing a Leiter] Here's two hundred and fifty 
Pound in Bank- Notes, with theſe Words, * To pay 
for the Set of Dreſſing- plate, which will be brought 
home To-morrow.“ Why, dear Aunt, now here's 
another Piece of Skill for you, which I own I cannot 
 comprehend—and it is with a bleeding Heart I hear 
you ſay any Thing to the Diſadvantage of Mr. Bewl. 
When he is prefent, I look upon him as one to whom I 
owe my Life, and the Support of it: Then again, as the 
Man who loves me with Sincerity and Honour. When 
| | 2. his 
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his Eyes are caſt another Way, and I dare ſurvey him, 
my Heart is painfully divided between Shame and 
Love——Heigh! ho! 1 bach 

Lab. Heigh! ho! indeed. It is better to ſay. ſo, as you 
are now, than as many others are. There are among 
the Deſtroyers of Women, the gentle, the generous, 
the mild, the affable, the humble, who all, ſoon after 
their Succeſs in their Defigns, turn to the contrary of 
thoſe Characters. I will own to you, Mr, Bevil car- 
ries his Hypocriſy the beſt of any Man living, but ſtill 
ne is a Man, and therefore a Hypocrite. They embrace 


without Love; they make Vows without Conſcience of 


Obligation; they are Partners, nay, Seducers to the 
Crime, wherein they pretend to be leſs guilty. 

Ind. That's truly obſerved. [ A/fede, 
But what's all this to Bewz/? 5 | 

Lab. This is to Bewil, and all Mankind. Won't yon 


pe on your Guard againſt thoſe who would betray you? 
| Won't you doubt thoſe who would contemn you for be- 


lieving em! Such is the World, — and ſuch (fince the 
Behaviour of one Man to my ſelf) have I believ'd all the 
| | „„ 
Ind. I will not doubt the Truth of Bevil, I will not 
doubt it: He has not ſpoken it by an Organ that is 
given to lying: His Eyes are all that have ever told 
me that he was mine: I know his Virtue, I know his 
filial Piety, and ought to truſt his Management with a 
Father, to whom he has uncommon Obligations. What 
have I to be concern'd for? my Leſſon is very ſhort, If 
he takes me for ever, my Purpoſe of Life is only to 
pleaſe him. If he leaves me (which Heaven avert) 1 
know he'll do it nobly; and I ſhall have nothing to do 
but to learn to die, after worſe than Death has happen d 
Lab. Ay, do, perſiſt in your Credulity ! flatter your- 
ſelf that a Man of his Figure and Fortune will make 
himſelf the Jeit of the Town, and marry a handſome 
Beggar for Love. | 8 
Ind. The Town! J muſt tell you, Madam, the Fools 
chat laugh at Mr. Bevil, will but make themſelves more 
ED TIS _ gidiculous; 
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ridiculous; his Actions are the Reſult of thinking, and 
he has Senſe enough to make even Virtue faſhionable, 

//ab. Come, come; if he were the honeſt Fool you 
take him for, why has he. kept you here theſe three. 
Weeks, without ſending you to Briſtol? in ſearch of 
your Father, your Family, and your Relations ? 

Ind. I am convinc'd he {till deſigns it: Beſides, has he. 
not writ to Brifo/? and has not he Advice that my Fa- 
ther has not been heard of there, almoſt theſe twenty 
Years? | 

Jab. All Sham, mere Evaſion ; he is afraid, if he 
ſhould carry yon thither, your honeſt Relations may take 
you out of his Hands, and ſo blow up all his wicked 
Hopes at once. | | 

Ind. Wicked Hopes! did I ever give him any ſuch; 

1/ab. Has he ever given you any honeſt ones? Can 
you ſay, in your Conſcience he has ever once offer'd to 
marry you? | 1 ; 
Ind. No! but by his Behaviour I am convinc'd he 
will offer it, the Moment *tis in his Power, or conſiſtent 
with his Honour, to make ſuch a Promiſe good to me. 

Jab: His Honour | F 

Ind. I will rely upon it; therefore deſire you will not 
make my Life uneaſy by theſe ungrateful Jealoufies of 
one, to whom I am, and wiſh to be oblig'd: For from 
_ Integrity alone, I have reſolv'd to hope for Happi- 
neſs. | | | 1 

Hab. Nay, I have done my Duty; if you won't ſee; 
at your Peril be it. | 

Ind. Let it be—This is his Hour of viſiting me. [ Apart, 
All the reſt of my Life is but waiting *cill he comes: 

I live only when Pm with him. [ Exit, 

Lab. Well, go thy Ways, thou wilfal Innocent! k 
once had almoſt as much Love for a Man, who poorly 
left me, to marry an Eftate—— And | am now, againt 
my Will, what they call an Old Maid but 1 will 

not let the Peeviſhneſs of that Condition grow upon 
me only keep up the Suſpicion of it, to prevent 


this Creature's being any other than a Virgin, except 
4 [ Exit 
B 3 1 Re enter 


upon proper Terms. 
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Re-enter Indiana Speaking to a Servant, | 


Ind. Defire Mr. Bewil to walk in Deſign! im- 
poſlible! A baſe deſigning Mind could, never think of 
what he hourly puts in Praftice——-And yet, ſince the 
late Rumour of his Marriage, he ſeems more reſerv'd 
he ſends in too, before he ſees me, to 
know if I am at leiſure——ſuch new Reſpect may cover 
Coldneſs in the Heart—it certainly makes me thought- 
ful——— Pl know the worſt at once; I'll lay ſuch fair 
Occaſions in his Way, that it ſhall be impoſſible to avoid 


an Explanation——for theſe Doubts are inſupportable! 


hut ſee! he comes, and clears them all. 


Enter Bevil jun. 


Bew. Jun. Madam, your moſt obedient- T am 
afraid I broke in upon your Reſt laſt Night. 'twas 


very late before we parted; but *twas your own Fault; 


I never ſaw you in ſuch «ar Humour, 


Ind. I am extremely glad we were both plear'd for 


I thought I never ſaw you better Company. 


Bew. jun. Me, Madam! you rally: I ſaid very little. 

Ind. But, I am afraid, you heard me ſay a great deal; 
and when a Woman is in the talking Vein, the moſt 
agreeable Thing a Man can do, you know, is to have 
Patience, to hear her. 

Bev. jun. Then it's pity, Madam, you ſhould ever be 
filent, that we might be always agreeable, to one another, 

Ind. If IJ had your Talent, or Power, to make my 


Actions ſpeak for me, I might indeed be filent, and yet 


pretend to ſomething more than the agreeable. 


Bew. jun. If I might be vain of any Thing in my 
Power, Madam, it is that my Underſtanding, from all 
your Sex, has mark'd you out as the moſt cm" 


Obje& of my Efteem. 


Ind. Should I think I deſerve this, it were enough to 
make my Vanity 3 very Eſteem you offer me. 
ey. jun. How ſo, Madam ? 


Ind. Becauſe Eſteem is the Reſult of Renton, and to 


bre it from — Senſe, oe Height of human _ 
| ays 
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——» Nay, I had rather a Man of Honour ſhould pay me 
that, than all the Homage of a fincere and human Love. 
Bew. jun, You certainly diſtinguiſh right Madam; 
Love often kindles from external Merit only 
Ind. But Eſteem riſes from a higher Source, the Merit 
of the Soul | 
Bev. jun, True — And great Souls only can deſerve 
"mh [ Boxwing ræſpect fully. 
Ind. Now I think they are greater ſtill, that can ſo 
charitably part with it. 

Bev. jun. Now, Madam, you make me vain, fince 
the utmoſt Pride and Pleaſure of my Life is, that I 
eſteem you——as I ought. | | 
Ind. ¶ Aſide.] As he ought! ſtill more perplexing ! he 
neither ſaves nor kills my Hope. | 

Bev. jun. But, Madam, we grow grave, methinks— 
Let's find ſome other Subje Pray how did you like 
the Opera laſt Night. 3 

Ind. Firſt give me Leave to thank you for my Tickets. 

Bev. jun. O] your Servant, Madam —— 


35 Enter Servant, 

Serv. Sir, here's Signior Carbonelli ſays he waits your 
Commands, in the next Room. : | 

Bev. jun. A propos! you were ſaying Yeſterday, . 
Madam, you had a Mind to hear him will you give 
him Leave to entertain you now? 

Ind. By all Means: deſire the Gentleman to walk in. 

| 88 25 [Ex. Servant, 


After a Sonnata is play d. Bevil Junior avaits on the 
Mafter to the Door, &c. 


Bev. jun. You ſmile, Madam, to ſee me fo Complai. 
fant to one, vhom I pay for his Viſit: Now, I own, I 
think it not enough barely to pay thoſe, whoſe Talents 
are ſaperior to our own (I mean ſuch Talents as would 
become our Condition, if we had them.) Methinks we 
ought to do ſomething more, than barely gratify then 
for what they do at our Command, only becauſe their 
Fortune is below us. | 6 EM 


B 4. | Ind. 
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Ind. You ſay I ſmile: I aſſure you it was a Smile of 
Approbation; for indeed I cannot but think it the diſ- 
tinguiſhing Part of a Gentleman, to make his Superiority 
of Fortune as eaſy to his Inferiors as he can. | 
Now once more to try him. [4fae.]—1 was ſaying juſt 
now, I believe you would never let me diſpute with 
you, and I dare ſay it will always be ſo: However, I 
muſt have your Opinion upon a Subject, which created 
a Debate between my Aunt and me, juſt before you 
came hither; ſhe would nee eis have it, that no Man 
eyer does any extraordinary Kindneſs or Service for a 
Woman, but for his own Sake. | | 

PE ung jun. Well, Madam! indeed I can't but be of her 
mn... 

Ind. Whaz, though he would maintain, and ſupport. 
her without demanding any Thing of her on her Part? 
Zev. un. Why, Madam, is making an Expence in the 
Service of a valuable Woman (for ſuch I muſt ſuppoſe; 
ber) though ſhe ſhould never do him any Favour, nay, 
though ſhe ſhould never know who did her ſuck Service, 
ſuch a mighty heroick Buſineſs? | | 

Ind. Certainly ! I ſhould think he muſt be a Man of 
an uncommon Mold. . 5 

Bev. jun. Dear Madam, why ſo? 'tis but at beſt a 
better Taſte in Expence: To beſtow upon one, whom 
he may think one of the Ornaments of the whole Crea- 
tion, to be conſcious, that from his Superfluity, an in- 
nocent, a virtuous Spirit, is ſupported above the Temp- 
tations and Sorrows of Life! That he fees Satisfaction, 
Health and Gladneſs in her Countenance, while he en- 
Joys the Happineſs of ſeeing her (as that I will ſuppoſe 
too, or he muſt be too abſtracted, too inſenſible) I ſay 
if he is allowed to delight in that Proſpect; alas! what 
mighty Matter is there, in all this? ; 5 

Ind. No mighty Matter, in ſo difintereſted a Friend- 
ſhip'! | | Y | FE 
Bew. jun. Diſintereſted! I can't think him fo! your 
Hero, Madam, is no more, than what every Gentleman 
ought to be, and I believe very many are He is only 
one, who takes more Delight in Reflexions than in Sen- 


” 
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ſations; he is more pleaſed with Thinking, than Eating; 
that's the utmoſt you can ſay of him Why, Madam, 
a greater Expence, than all this, Men lay out upon an 
unneceſſary Stable of Horſes. N 

Ind. Can you be ſincere in what you ſay? 

Bev jun. You may depend upon it, if you know any 
ſuch Man, he does not love Dogs inordinately. 5 

Ind. No, that he does not. | 

Bey. jun. Nor Cards, nor Dice: 


Ind. No. 
Bev. jun. Nor Bottle Companions. 
Ind. No. 


Bew. jun, Nor looſe Women. | 

Ind. No, I'm ſure he does not. 
Bev. jun. Take my Word then, if your admired Hero 
is not liable to any of theſe kind of Demands: there's 
no ſuch Preheminence in this, as you imagine: Nay, this 
Way of Expence you ſpeak of, is what exalts and raiſes 
him that has a Taſte for it: And at the ſame Time, his 
Delight is incapable of Satiety, Diſguſt or Peaitence. 

Jud: Bat ftill I inſiſt his having no private Intereſt in 
the Action, makes it prodigious, almoſt incredible. | 

Bev. jun, Dear Madam, I never knew you more mi, 
taken: Why, who can be more an Uſurer, than he, 
who lays out his Money in ſuch valuable Purchaſes ? 
If Pleaſure be worth purchaſing, how great a Pleaſure 
is it to him, who has a true Tafte of Life, to eaſe an 
aking Heart, to ſee the human Countenance lighted 
vp into Smiles of Joy, on the Receipt.of a Bit of Oar, 
which is ſuperfluous, and otherwiſe uſcleſs in a Man's 
own Pocket? What could a Man do better with his Caſh 2 
This is the Effect of an humane Diſpoſition, where there 
is only a general Tye of Nature; and common Neceſ- 
ſity. What then muſt it be, when we ſerve an Object of 
Merit, of Admiration ! | 

Ind. Well! the more you argue againſt it, the more 
I: ſhall admire the Generoſity. 1 8. 

Bev. jun. Nay Then Madam, *'tis Time to fly 
after a Declaration, that my Opinion ſtrengthens my 
Adverſary's Argument — ! had beſt haſten to my Ap- 
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pointment with Mr. Myrtle, and be gone, while we are 
riends, and before Things are brought to an Ex- 
tremity o— [Exit careleſly. 
„„ Enter Iſabella. 15 | 
Lab. Well, Madam, what think you of him now, 
pray? e | 
Ind. I proteſt J begin to fear he is wholly diſintereſted 
in what he does for me. On my Heart, he has no other 
View, but the mere Pleaſure of doing it, and has neither 


good or bad Defigns upon me. RY 
Jab. Ah! dear Niece! don't be in Fear of both! III 


warrant you, you will know Time enough, that he is 


not indifferent. 

Ind. You pleaſe me, when you tell me ſo: For if 
he has any Wiſhes towards me, I know he will not pur- 
ſue them, but with Honour. i 

Jab. I wiſh, I were as confident of one, as t'other— 

I ſaw the reſpetful Downcaſt of his Eyes, when you 
catcht him gazing at you during the Muſick: He, 1 
warrant, was ſurpriz'd, as if he had been taken ſtealing 
your Watch. O! the undiſſembled guilty Look! but 
it's all a Perplexity, till — till till 

Ind. Till what? | | 

Lab. Till I know whether Mr. Myrtle and Mr. Bewil 
are really Friends or Fo: s—— And that I will be con- 
vinced of, before I fleep: For you ſhall not be de- 

ceiv'd. | 5 1 

Ind. I'm fure, I never ſhall, if your Fears can guard 


me: In the mern Tyme Ill wrap myſelf up in the In- 


tegrity of my own Heart, nor dare to doubt of his. 
As conſcious Honour all his Actions fteers ; 
So conſcious Innocence diſpels my Fears, Exc. 


4 
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SCENE, Scaland's Houſe. 


Enter Tom meeting Phillis, 


Tom. XK J ELL, Phillis !—what with a Face, as if 
you had never ſeen me before—— What a 
Work have I to do now? She has ſeen ſome new Viſitant 
at their Houſe, whoſe Airs ſhe has catch'd, and is reſolv'd 
to practiſe them upon me. Numberleſs are the Changes 
ſhe'll dance thro', before ſhe'll anſwer this plain Queſ- 
tion; videlicet, Have you deliver'd my Maſter's Letter to 
your Lady? Nay, I know her too well, to aſk an Account 
of it, in an ordinary Way; I'll be in my Airs as well ag 
ſhe, 2 Well, Madam, as unhappy as you are 
at preſent pleaſed to make me, | would not in the gene- 
ral be any other than what Jam; I would not be a bit 
wiſer, a bit richer, a bit taller, a bit ſhorter, than I am 
at this Inſtant. [ Looking ſteadfaſtly at her. 
Phil. Did ever any Body doubt, Maſter Thomas, but 
that you were extremely ſatisfied with your ſweet ſelf? 
Tom. I am indeed The Thing I have leaſt Reaſon 
to be ſatisfied with is my Fortune, and I am glad of my 
Poverty; perhaps if I were rich, I ſhoald overlook 
the fineſt Woman in the World, that wants nothing bur 
Riches to be thought ſo, i 
Phil. How prettily was that ſaid? But I'll have 2 
great deal inore, before ['ll ſay one Word. [Alide. 
Tom. | ſhould, perhaps have been ſtupidly above 
her, had I not been her Equal; and by not being her 
Equal, never had Opportunity of being her Slave. I 
am my Maſter's Servant for Hire; I am my Miſtreſs's 
from Choice; wou'd ſhe but approve my Paſſion. 
Phil. I think it is the firſt Time I ever heard you 


2 of it, with any Senſe of the Anguiſh, if you really 
ſuffer Fs 


Tam . 
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g Tom, Ah! Phillis, can you doubt, after what you have. 
een? | 

Phil. T know not what I have fn. nor what I 
have heard; but ſince I am at Leiſure, you may. tell 
me when you fell in Love with me: How you fell in 
Love with me; and what you have ſuffer'd, or are ready 
to ſuffer for me. 

Tom. Oh! the unmerciful Jade! when I'm in haſte 
about my Maſter's Letter But I muſt go thro” it. 
| Ale. 1— Ah! too well 1 remember, when, and how, 
and on what Occaſion. I was firſt ſurpris' d. It was 
on the firſt of April one thouſand ſeven hundred and 
fiteen, ] came into Mr. Sealand's Service; I was _ 
a Hobble-de-Hoy, and you a pretty little tight Girl, 
favorrite Hand-maid of the Houſekeeper— At that 
Fime, we neither of us knew what was in us: I remem- 
ber, 1 was ordered to get out of the Window, one Pair 
of Stairs, to rub the Saſhes clean, the Perſon. 
employ'd on the innerſide, was your charming ſelf, whom 
F had never ſeen before. 

Phil. I think I remember the filly Aecident: What 
made ye, you Oaf, ready to fall down into the Street? 

Tom. You know not, | warrant you You could 
not gueſs what furpris'd me. You took no Delight 
when you immediately grew wanton in your Conqueſt,” 
and put your Lips cloſe and breath'd upon the Glaſs, and 
when my Lips appreach'd, a dirty Cloth you rubb'd: 
againſt my Face, and hid your beauteous Form; when 
J again drew near, you ſpit, and rubb'd, and ſmil'd at. 
my "Undo! ng. 

. Phi]. What filly Thoughts you Men have! 

Tem, We were Pyramus and Thifke——but ten times 
tarder was my Fate; Pyramus could peep only through 
a Wall; I faw her, faw my Th:/be in all her Beauty, but 
as much kept fram her as if a hundred Walls between, 
for there was more, there was her Will againſt me—— 
Would ſhe but yet relent ?- - Oh, Phillis ! Phillis J. 
ſHorten my Torment, and declare you pity me. 

Phil. I. believe it's very ſufferable; the pain is not ſg 
ex quite, but tat you may bear it a little longer. 


* 


Tom. 
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Tom. Oh! my charming Phillis, if all depended on 
my fair one's Will, I could with Glory ſuffer ———_—- 
But deareſt Creature, conſider our miſerable State. 

Phil, How! miſerable |! 

Tom. We are miſerable to be in Love, and under- 
the Command of others than thoſe we love with 
that generous Paſſion in the Heart, to be ſent to and froi 
on Errands, call'd, check'd, and rated for the meaneſt 
Frifles. Oh, Phillis! You don't know how many China 

- Cups, and Glaſſes, my Paſſion for you has made me 

break: You have broken my Fortune, as well as my 
Heart. ; 

Phil. Well, Mr. Thomas, I cannot but own to you, 
that I believe, your Maſter writes and you ſpeak the beſt 
oß any Men in the World. Never was a Woman ſo 
well pleas'd with a Letter, as my young Lady was with- 
his, and this is an Anſwer to it. [Grwves him à Leiter. 

Tem. This was well done, my deareſt; conſider, 
ws muſt ſtrike out ſome pretty Livelihood for our 
ſelves, by cloſing their Affairs: It will be nothing for- 
them to give us a little Being of our own, ſome ſmall Te- 
nement, out of their large Poſſeſſions: whatever they 
give us, it will be more than what they keep for them- 
ſelves: one Acre, with Phillies, would be worth a whole 
Country without her. 

© Phil. O, could I but believe you! 

Tom. If not the Utterance, believe the Touch of my 
113 [ Kifjes, her, 

Phil. There's no- contradiQng you, how cloſely you 
argue, Tom 

Tom. And will cloſer in due Time. But- I muſt haften 

wich this Letter, to haſten towards the Poſſeſſion of you. 

Then, Phillis, conſider how I- muſt be N 

" look to it, of all your Skirtiſhneſs, {hy Looks, and at 
beſt but coy Compliances. 

Phil, Oh! Tom, you grow wanton, and ſenſual, as 
my Lady calls it, I mbft not endure it; Oh! Foh! you 
are a Man, an odious, filthy Male Creature; you thould! 
behave, if you had a right Senſe, or were a Man of 
Soafe, like Mr, Ciubertas, with Diſtanee and Indiffe- 

| 5 


38 The Consciov's Lovzns: 


rence, and not ruſh on one as if you were ſeizing a Prey. 
But huſh——the Ladies are coming Good Tom, don't * 
kiſs me above once, and be gone Lard, we have been 


. fooling and toying, and not conſider'd the main Buſineſs 


of our Mafters and Miſtreſſes. | | h 

Tom. Why, their Buſineſs is to be fooling and toying, 
as ſoon as the Parchments are ready. IR SES. 

Phil. Well remember'\d——Parchments—my Lady, 
to my Knowledge, is preparing Writings between her 
Coxcomb Couſin Cimberton and my Miſtreſs; though 
my Maſter has an Eye to the Parchments already pre- 
par'd between your Maſter, Mr. Bewi/, and my Miſtreſs; 
and I believe, my Miſtreſs herſelf nas ſign'd and ſeal'd, 
in her Heart, to Mr. Myrile Did I not bid you kiſs. 


me but once and be gone? but I know you won't be 


ſatisfy*d. | | | 
Tom. No, you ſmooth Creature, how ſhould I? 
; * [King her Hand. 
> Phil. Well, fince you are ſo humble, or ſo cool, as to 


raviſh my Hand only, Fil take my Leave of you like a 


great Lady, and you a Man of Quality. 


"® They falute formally, 
Tom. Pox of all this State. [Offers zo kiſi ber more cloſely. 
Phil. No, pr'ythee Tem, mind your Buſineſs, O, here 


. is my young Mittreſs! [Tom, taps her Neck behind, and 


kiſſes his Fingers. ] Go, ye liquoriſh Fool. [ Exit. Tom. 
Enter Lucinda. 
Tuc. Who was that you was hurrying away ? 
Phil. One that I had no mind to part with, 
Luc. Why did you turn him away then? | 
Phil. For your Ladyſhip's Service, to carry your La- 


 Oyſhip's Letter to his Maſter, I could hardly get the 


Rogue away. | | | 
Tuc. Why, has he ſo little Love for his Maſter ? 
Phil. No, but he has ſo much Love for his Miſtreſs, 


Tuc. But I thought I heard him kiſs you. Why do. 
you ſuffer that? | 


Phil. Why, Madam, we Vulgar take it to be a Sign of . 


Love; we Servants, we poor People, that have nothing but 
our 


* 
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our Perſons to beſtow, or treat for, 8 with our Hands, 
and ſeal with our Lips, to ratify Vows and Promiſes. 

Luc. But can't you truſt one another, without ſuch Ear- 
neſt down? I 

Phil. We don't think it ſafe, any more than you Gen- 
try, to come together without Deeds executed, 

Luc. Thou art a pert merry Huſſey. 5 

Phil. T wiſh, Madam, your Lover and you were ag 
happy, as Tom and your Servant are. 5 

Luc. Vou grow impertinent. | 

Phil. I have done, Madam; and I won't aſk you, 
what you intend to do with Mr. Myrtle, what your Fa- 
ther will do with Mr. Bevil, nor what you all, eſpecially 
my Lady, mean by admitting Mr. Cimberton as particu- 
larly here, as if he were married to you already; nay, 
you are married actually as far as People of Quality are. 

Luc. How's that? 7 | | 

Phil. You have different Beds in the ſame Houſe. 

Luc. Pſhaw! T have a very great Value for Mr. Bevil, 
but have abſolutely put an End to his Pretenſions, in the 
Letter I. gave you for him: 

Phil. Then Mr. Myrtle... | 

Luc, He had my Parents Leave to apply to me, and by 
that he has won me, and my Affections: who is to have 
this Body of mine, without 'em, it ſeems, is nothing to 
me; my Mother ſays, *tis indecent for me to let my 
Thoughts ſtray about the Perſon of my Huſband: Nay, 
ſhe ſays, a Maid, rightly virtuous, tho' ſhe may have 
been where her Lover was a thouſand times, ſhould not 
have made Obſervations enough, to know him from ano- 
ther Man, when ſhe ſees him in a third Place. 

Phil. That is more than the Severity of a Nan, for not 
to ſee, when one may, is hardly poſſible; not to ſee when 
one can't is'very eaſy: at this rate, Madam, there are a 
great many whom you have not feen, who—— 
Luc. Mamma ſays, the firſt Time you ſee your Huſ- 
band ſhould be at that Inſtant he is made ſo; when ycur 
Father, with the Help of the Miniſter, gives you to him 
then you are to ſee him; then you are to obſerve and 
take Notice of him, becauſe then you are to obey him. 


Phil. 
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love, as well as to obey? 


- - that of his. pr 


Madam, for your Ladyſhiy's Service. 


deſcended as may be. 


* 
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Phil. But does not my Lady remember, you are to 


Luc. To love is a Paſſion, tis a Deſire, and we muſt 


Have no Deſires. Oh! I cannot endure the Reflexion.! 
With what inſenſibility on my Part, with what more than 
Patience, have I been expos'd, and offered to ſome auk- 


ward Booby or other, in every County of Great-Britain? 
Phil. Indeed, Madam, I. wonder I never heard. you 
ſpeak of it before, with this Indignation. 5 


Luc. Every Corner of the Land has preſented me 


with a. wealthy Coxcomb. As faſt as one Treaty has gone 


off, another has come on, till my Name and Perſon have 
been the Tittle Tattle of the whole Town: _ . 
Pybil. But, Madam, all theſe Vexations will end very 
ſoon, in one for all: Mr. Cimberton is your Mother's 
Kinſman, and three hundred Years an older Gentleman 
than any mover yoo ever had; for which Reaſon, with 
igious large Eſtate, ſhe is refolved on 
him, and has ſent to conſult the Lawyers accordingly, 
Nay, has (whether you know it or no). been in Treaty 
with Sir Geoffry, who to join in the Settlement, has acs 
cepted of a Sum to do it, and is every Moment expected 
in. Town for that Purpoſe. 
Luc. How do you get all this Intelligence? 4. 
Phil. By an. Art I have, I thank my Stars, beyond all 
the Waiting-Maids in Great-Britain; the Art of Liſt'ning, 
Luc. I ſhall ſoon know as much as you do; leave me; 
leave me, Phillis, be gone: Here, here, I'll turn you 
out. My Mother ſays I muſt not converſe. with my Ser- 


vants; tho I muſt converſe with no one elſe. Exit Phil. 


Here he comes with my Mother—It's much if he looks 
at me; or if he does, takes no more Notice of me than 
of any other Moveable in the Room. 


Emer Mrs. Sealand, and My. Cimberton. F 

Mr.. Seal. How do I admire. this noble, this learned 
Taſte of yours, and the worthy Regard you have to 

eur own ancient and honourable Houſe, in conſulting 
a Means to keep the Blood as pure, and as regularl 
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Cimb. Why, really Madam, the young Women of this 
Age are treated with Diſcourſes of ſuch a Tendency, 
and their Imaginations ſo bewilder'd in Fleth and Blood, 
that a Man of Reaſon can't talk to be underſtood : They 
have no Ideas of Happineſs, but what are more groſs 
than the Gratification of Hunger and Thirſt. - 

Luc. With how much Reflexion he ts a Coxcomb ? 

| [Alde. 

Cimb. And in Truth, Madam, I have conſider'd it, 
as à moſt brutal Cuſtom, that Perſons of the firſt Cha- 
racter in the World, ſhould go as ordinarily, and with 
as little Shame, to Bed, as to Dinner with one another. 
They proceed to the Propagation of the Species, as. 
openly, as to the Preſervation of the Individual. 


Luc. She that willingly goes to Bed to thee, muſt * 


have no Shame, I'm ſure. 8 Aide. 

Mrs. Seal. Oh, Couſin Cimberton! Couſin Cimberton “ 
how abſtracted, how refin'd, is your Senſe of Things; 
but, indeed, it is too true, there is nothing ſo ordinary 
as to ſay, in the beſt govern'd Families, my Maſter and 
Lady are gone to Bed; one does not know but it might 
have been ſaid of one's ſelf. [Hiding ber Face with her Fan. 

Cimb. Lycurgus, Madam, inſtituied otherwiſe; among 
the Lacedzmomans, the whole female World was preg- 
nant, but none, but the Mothers themſelves, knew by 
whom; their Meetings were ſecret, and the amorous 
Congreſs always by Stealth; and no ſuch profeſſed Do- 
ings between the Sexes; as are tolerated among us under 
the audacious Word, Marriage. i | 

Mrs. Seal. Oh! had I liv'd, in thoſe Days, and been 
a Matron of Sparta, one might, with leſs Indecency, 
have had ten Children, according to that modeſt Inſti- 


tution, than one, under the Confuſon of our modern, 
barefac'd Manner. | 


Lac. And yet, poor Woman, ſhe has gone thro? the 
whole Ceremony, and here I ſtand a melancholy Proof 
of it. | Il Ale. 
Mrs. Seal. We will talk then of Buſineſs. That Girl 
walking about the Room there, is to be your Wife. She 
has, J confeſs, no Ideas, no Sentiments, that ſpeak her 
horn of a thinking Mother. Cimb. 
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Cimb. I have obſerv'd her; her lively Look, free Air, 


and diſengag'd Countenance, ſpeak her very 
Luc, Very, what? 
Cinb. If you pleaſe, Mada 


to ſet her a little 


that Way, 


Mrs. Seal. Lucinda, ſay nothing to him, you are not a 
Match for him; when you are married, you may ſpeak 
to ſuch a Huſband, when you're ſpoken to. But, I am 
diſpoſing of you, above yourſelf, every Way. 

imb. Madam, you cannot but obſerve the Incon- 
veniencies I expoſe myſelf to, in Hopes that your Lady- 


ſhip will be the Conſort of my better Part: As for the 


young Woman, ſhe is rather an Impediment, than a 
Help to a Man of Letters, and Speculation. Madam, 
there is no Reflexion, no Philoſophy, can at all Times 
ſubdue the ſenſitive Life, but the Animal. ſhall ſometimes 
carry away the Man: Hal! ay, the Vermillion of her Lips. 
Luc. Pray, don't talk of me thus. | 
Cimb. The pretty enough Pant of her Boſom. 


Luc. Sir; Madam, don't you hear him ? 


Cimb. Her forward Cheſt, | 
Tuc. Intolerable. V» 
Cinb. High Health. Lo : 
Luc. The grave, eaſy Impudence of him 
Cimb. Proud Heart, | 

Luc. Stupid Coxcomb! | a 8 
Cimb. I ſay, Madam, her Impatience, while we are 


looking at her, throws out all Attractions —her Arms— 


her Neck —what a Spring in her Step 
Luc. Don't you run me over thus, you ſtrange unac- 
countable! Shes ns 
Cimb. What an Elaſticity in her Veins and' Arteries! 
Luc. I have no Veins, no Arteries. 8 | 
Mrs. Seal. Oh, Child, hear him, he talks finely, he's 
a Scholar, he knows what you have. | | 
Cimb, The ſpeaking Invitation of her Shape, the 
gathering of herſelf up, and the Indignation you ſee in 


the pretty little 'Thing-——now, I am conſidering her, 


on this Occaſion, but as one that is to be pregnant; and 


pregnant undoubtedly ſhe will be yearly. I fear I ſhan't, 


| ſor 
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for many Years, have Diſcretion enough to give her one 
fallow Seaſon. 


Luc, Monſter! there's no bearing it. The hideous 


Sot!—there's no ing | it, to be thus ſurvey'd like a 
Steed at Sale. 


Cimb. At Sale! ſhe's very iliterate Hat ſhe's very 
well limb'd too; turn her in; I ſee what ſhe is. 
Mrs. Seal, Go, you Creature, I am aſham'd of you, 


[Exit Lucinda in a Rage. 


Cint. No harm done—you know, Madam, the better 
Sort of People, as I obſerv'd to you, treat by their Law- 
yers of Weddings [ adjufting bimſelf at the Glaſs] and the 
Woman in the Bargain, like the Manſion-Houſe in the 
Sale of the Eſtate, is thrown in, and what that is, 
whether good or bad, is not at all conſider'd. 

Mrs. Seal. I grant it, and therefore make no Demand 
for her Youth, and Beauty, and every other Accompliſh- 
ment, as the common World think em, becauſe ſhe is 
not polite. 

Cimb. Madam, I marry to have an Heir to my Eſtate, 
and not to beget a Colony, or a Plantation: This young 
Woman's Beauty, and Conſtitution, will Alba the. 
viſion for a tenth Child at leaſt. And I muſt Jepend 
upon my own Reflexion and Philoſophy, not to overe 
ſtock my Family. 


Mrs, Seal. I cannot help her, Couſin Cimbertet; but 


ſhe is, for ought I ſer, as well as the Daughter of any 


Body elſe. 
Cimb, That is very true, Madam, 


Enter a Servant who whiſpers Mrs. Sealand. 


Mrs. Seal. The Lawyers are come. But, good Cou- 
fin, you muſt have Patience with *em. Theſe Lawyers, 
J am told, are of a different King; one is what they call 
a Chamber-Counſe], the other a Pleader: The Convey- 
ancer is ſlow, from an Imperfection in his Speech, and 
therefore ſnun'd the Bar, but extremely paſſionate, and 
impatient of Contradiction: the other is as warm as he; 
but has a Tongue ſo voluble, and a Head ſo conceited, 
be will ſuffer no Body to ſpeak but him ſelf. 8 
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Cimb. You mean old Serjeant Target, and Counſellor 
| Bramble? I have heard of em. 8 
Mrs. Seal. The ſame: ſhew in the Gentlemen. 
* [ Exit Servant. 


Re-enter Servant, introducing Myrtle and Tom, diſguis'd 
as Bramble and Target. ; 


Mrs. Seal. Gentlemen, this is the Party concern'd, 
Mr. CimG6erion; and I hope you have conſider'd of the 
Matter. A | 5 ö 

Tar. Ves, Madam, we have agreed that it muſt be 
by Indent— dent dent dent 4 

Bram. Yes, Madam, Mr. Serjeant and myſelf have 
agreed, as he is pleas'd to inform you, that it muſt be 
an Indenture Tripartite, and Tripartite let it be, for Sir 
Geeffry muſt needs be a Party; old Cimberton, in the 
Year 1619, ſays, in that ancient Roll, in Mr. Serjeant's 
Hands, as Recourſe thereto being had, will more at 
large appear ; | : 

Tar. Yes, and by the Deeds in your Hands, it ap- 
Pears tha | - 
_ Bram. Mr. Serjeant, I beg of you to make no Infe- 
rences upon what is in our Cuſtody; but ſpeak to the 
Titles in your own Deeds I ſhall not ſhew that Deed 
till my Client is in Town, | | kf 

Cimb. You know beſt your own Methods. 

| Mrs. Seal. The fingle Queſtion is, whether the Intail 
is ſuch, that my Couſin Sir Geoffry, is neceſſary in this 
Affair? EE | 

Bram. Ves, as to the Lordſhip of Tretriplt, but not 

as to the Meſſuage of Grimgriòber. 5 

Tar. I ſay that Gr—gr— that Gr—gr—Grimgribber, 
Grimgribber is in us. That is to ſay, the Remainder 
thereof, as well as that of Ty—/r—Triplet. 

Bram. You go upon the Deed of Sir Ra/ph, made in 
the Middle of the laſt Century, precedent to that in 
which old Cimberton made over the Remainder, and made 
is, paſs to the Heirs general, by which your Client comes 

in; and I queſtion whether the Remainder, even of Tre- 
triplet is in him—PBut we are willing to wave 1 
=P an 


— 
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and give him a valuable Conſideration. But we ſhall 
not purchaſe what is in us for ever, as Grimgribber is, at 
the Rate as we guard againſt the Contingent of Mr, 
Cimberton having no Son Then we know Sir Geoff y 
is the firſt of the collateral male Line in this Family 
YO erm — | | 


Tar. Sir, Gro———gro—ber is 3 

Bram. I apprehend you very well, and your Argu- 
ment might be of Force, and we woald be inclin'd ta 
hear thar in all its Parts But, Sir, I fee very plainly 
what you are going into——l tell you it is as probable 
a Contingent that Sir Ge may die before Mr. Cim- 
berton, as that he may outlive him. : 

Tar. Sir, we are not ripe for that yet, but I muſt ſay.- 

Bram. Sir, I allow you the whole Extent of that Ar- 
gument; but that will go no farther than as to the Clai- 
mants under old Cimber ton Jam of Opinion, that 
according to the Inſtructions of Sir Ralph, he could not 
dock the Entail, and then create a new Eſtate for the 
Heirs in general. . | | 

Tar. Sir I have no Patience to be told that, when 
Gr gr — ber —— : 

Bram. I will allow it you, Mr. Serjeant; but there 
muſt be the Word Heirs for ever, to make ſuch an 
Eſtate as you pretend. | 
Cimb. | muſt be impartial, tho' you are Counſel for 
my Side of the Queſtion——Were it not that you are fo 
good as to allow him what he has not faid, I ſhould think 
it very hard you ſhould anſwer him without hearing him 
——}But, Gentlemen, I believe you have both conſider'd 
this Matter, and are firm in your different Opinions: 
* T'were better therefore, you proceeded according to the 
particular Senſe of teach of you, and give your Thoughts 
diſtintly in Writing And do you ſee, Sirs, pray let 
me have a Copy of what you ſay, in Engliſb. 

Bram, Why, what is all we have been ſaying ?—— 

In Engliſo! Oh! but I forgot myſelf, you're a Wit. 
But however, to pleaſe you, Sir, you ſhall have it, in 
As plain Terms, as the Law will admit of. 

Cinb. But I would have it, Sir, without Delay. 

5 Bram. 
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Bram. 'That, Sir, the Law will not admit of ; the 
Courts are ſitting at V eſiminſter, and I am this Moment 
oblig d to be at every one of them, and *twould be wrong 
if J ſhould not be in the Hall to attend one of em at 


leaft, the reſt would take it ill elſe Therefore, I 
mult leave what 1 have ſaid to Mr. Serjeant's Conſide- 
ration, and J will digeſt his „ on my Part and 
you ſhall hear from me again, Sir. [Exit ne. 

Tar. Agreed, agreed. 

Cimb. Mr, Brambie is very quick He parted a 
little abruptly. 

Tar. He could not bear my Argument, I pincht him 
to the Quick, about that Gr—gr—ber. 

Mrs. Seal. I ſaw that, for he durſt not ſo much as 
hear yor- I ſhall ſend to you, Mr. Serjeant, as ſoon 
as Sir Geeffry comes fo Town, and then 1 hope all may 
be adjuſted. 

Tar. I ſhall be at my Chambers, at my uſual Hours. 

Exit. 

Cimb. Madam, if you pleaſe, I'll now SR, you 
to the Tea-table, where I ſhall hear from your Lady- 
ſhip, Reaſon and good Senſe, after all this Law bed 
Gibberiſh, 

Mrs. Seal. Tis a es Thing, Sir, that Men of 
Profeſſions do not ſtudy to talk the Subſtance of what 
they have to ſay, in the Language of the reſt of the 
World: Sure, they'd find their Account in it. 

Cimb, 'They might, perhaps, Madam, with People of 
your good Senſe : but, with the generality 'twould never 
do: The Vulgar would have no Reſpe& for Truth and 
| Knowledge, if they were expas'd to naked View. 
Truth is too fimple, of all Art bereav'd, | 
Since the World * let it be-deceiv* d. [ Exeunt. 


1 
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ACT W. 88 
s O E N E, Bevil Junior's Locking 


Bevil jun. 4vizh a Letter in his Hand, folloab d by Tom. 


Tom, PON my Life, Sir, I know nothing of the 

Matter: I never open'd my Lips to Mr. 
Myrtle, about any Thing of your Honour's Letter to 
Madam. Lucinda. 

Bev. jun. What's the Fool in ſuch a Fright for? I 
don't ſuppoſe you did: What I would know 1s, whether 
Mr. Myrtle ſhew'd any Suſpicion, or aſk'd you any 
Queſtions, to lead you to ſay caſually, that you had 
carry'd any ſuch Letter, for me, this Morning. 

Tom. Why, Sir, if he did aſk me any Queſtions, how 
could I help it? 

Bev. jun, I don't ſay you could, Oaf! I am not queſ- 
ti »ning you, but him: What did he ſay to you? 

Tem, Why, Sir, when I came to his chambers, to 
be dreſs'd for the Lawyer's Part, your Honour was 
pleas'd to put me upon, he aſk'd me, if I had been at 
Mr. Sea/and's this Morning? — 80 I told him, Sir, I 
often went thither becauſe, Sir, if I had not ſaid 
that, he might have thought there was ſomething more 
in my going now, than at another time. 

Bev. jun. Very Weil !-—The Fellow's Caution; I find, 
has given him this Jealouſy, [ 4/4.) Did he aſk you 1 no 
other Queſtions ? 

Tom. Yes, Sir—now I remember, as we came away, 
in the Hackney-Coach, from Mr. Sealand 's, Tom, ſays 
he, as I came in to your Maſter this Mornigg, he bade 
you go for an Anſwer to a Letter he had ſent. Pray did 
you bring him any? ſays he——Ah! ſays I, Sir, your, 
Honour is pleas'd to joke with me, you have a Mind to 

know whether I can keep a Secret or no ? 
Bev. jun. And ſo by ſhewing him you could, you 
told him you had one? Ton. 
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Tom. Sir- CA. 
Bev. jun. What mean ARtons does Jealouſy make a 
Man ſtoop to? How poorly has he us'd Art, with a Ser- 
vant, to make him betray his Maſter? Well! and when 
did he-give you this Letter for me ? 

Tom. Sir, he writ it, before he pull'd off his Lawyer : 
Gown, at his own Chambers. 

Bev. jun. Very well; and what did he ſay, whis you 
brought him my Anſwer to it? 

Tm. He look'd a little out of Humour, Sir, and ſaid, 
it was very well. 

Bev. Jun. | knew he would be grave upon't,. ait 
without. 

Tom. Hum! gad I don't like this; I am afraid: we 

are in the wrong Box here [Exit Tom. 

Bev. jun. I put on a Serenity, while my Fellow was 
preſent: But | have never been more thoroughly diſ- 
turb'd; this hot Man! to write me a Challen e, on 
ſuppoſed artificial Dealing, when I profeſs'd — 5 his 
Friend! I can live contented without Glory; but I can- 
not ſuffer Same. What's to be done? But firſt, let me 
conſider Lucinda s Letter again. * 


"if 9 e 
Hoe it is con/ifkent with the Laws a l uman bught to 
1 impoſe upon berſelf, to acknowledge, that pow Manner 
of declining a Treaty of Marriage, in our Family, and de- 
fering the Refuſal may com? from me, has ſomething more 
engaging in it, than the Courifhip of him, who, I fear, 
evill fall to my Lot; I have Reaſons for defiring Mr. My r- 
tle may not krow of this Letter, till e and am 
your moſt obliged humble Servant, | 
Lucinda Gerland. 


Well, but the Poſtſcript, | [Reads 
I wwon't upon ſecond Thoughts, hide any Thing fi om hu. 
But, my Reaſon of concealing this.is, That Mr. My rile has 
& Fealuſy in his Temper, which gives me fome Terrors; but. 
my Efteem for him inclines me to h:pe, that only an ill Effet, 
. ewhich ſometimes accompanies a tender Lowe; and what may | 


N by a MES * unblameable Conduct. 


— 


« 


| Thus 


. 


- 
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Thus has this Lady made me her Friend and Confi- 
dent, and put herſelf, in a kind, under my Protection; 
I cannot tell him immediately, the Purport of her Let- 
ter, except I could cure him of the violent and untract- 
able Paſſion of Jealouſy, and to ſerve him and her, by 
. diſobeying her, in the Article of Secrecy, more than I 
ſhould by complying with her Dire&ions—But then this 
Duelling, which Cuſtom has impos'd upon every Man, 
who would live with Reputation and Honour in the 

World: — How muſt I preſerve myſelf from Imputations 
there? He'll, forſooth, call it, or think it Fear, if explain 
without fighting—But his Letter I'll read it again 

 & 5 | 
VO have ud me baſely, in correſponding, and car. 
1 Bing on a Treaty, where you told me you were indif- 
ferent ¶ have chang'd my Sword fence ¶ ſaw you, which 
Advertiſement I thought proper to ſend you, againſt the next 
Meeting between you and thy injur'd Charles Myrtle. 
a Enter Tom. | 
Tom. Mr. Myrtle, Sir: would your Honour pleaſe to 
ſee him? * 2 | $ 
Bev. jun. Why, you ſtupid Creature! Let Mr. Myrtle 
wait at my Lodgings! Shew bim up. [Exit Tom, 
Well! I am reſolv'd upon my Carriage to him He 
is in Love, and in every Circumſtance of Life a little 
diſtruſtful, which I muſt allow for—but here he is. 
Enter Tom introducing Myrtle. : 

Sir, I am extremely oblig'd to you for this Honours 
——- But, Sir, you with your very diſcerning Face, 
leave the Room. Exit Tom.] Well, Mr. Myrle, your 
Commands with me? | 

M;rt. The Time, the Place, our long Acquaintance, 
and many other Circumſtances, which affect me on this 
Occaſion, oblige me, without any Ceremony, or Con- 
ference, to deſire you would not only, as you already 
have, acknowledge the Receipt of my Letter, but alſo 
comply with the Requeſt in it. I muſt have farther 
Notice taken of my Meſſage than theſe half Lines, —1 
have yours,—I ſhall be at home 


C Bey, 


to The Consctiovs Lovers. . 
Bew. jun. Sir, 1 own, I have received a Letter from 
you, in a very unuſual Stile; but as I defign every 
Thing, in this Matter, ſhall be your own Action, your 
own ſeeking, I ſhall underſtand nothing, but what you 
are pleas'd to confirm, Face t Face, and I have already 
forgot the Contents of your Epiſtle. _ | 
Myrt. This cool Manner is very agreeable to the Abuſe 
you have already made of my Simplicity and Frankneſs; 
and I fee your Moderation tends to your own Advan- 
tage, and not mine; to your own Safety, not Conſidera- 
tion of your Friend, | mA | | 
Bev. jun. My own Safety, Mr. Myrtle. 
Mrt. Your own Safety, Mr. Beal. 
Bew. jun. Look you, Mr. Myrtle, there's no diſguiſing 
that I underſtand what you would be at- But, Sir, you 
know, [ have often dared to diſapprove of the Deciſions 
a Tyrant Cuſtom has introduc'd, to the Breach of all 
Laws, both divine and human. | 7 
Mrt. Mr. Bewil, Mr. Bevil, it would be a good firſt Prin- 
ciple, in thoſe who have ſo tender a Conſcience that Way, 
to have as much Abhorrence of doing Injuries as — 
Bew. jun. As what? ö ; 
Myrt. As Fear of anſwering for em. . 
Bev. jun, As Fear of anſwering for em! But that Ap- 
preher ſion is juſt or blameable, according to the Object 
of that Fea: have often told you in Confidence 
of Heart, I abhorr'd the Daring to offend the Author 
of Life, and ruſhing into his Preſence——1 ſay, by the 
very ſame Act, to commit the Crime. againſt him, and 
immediately to urge on to his Tribunal. | 


o2 


Myrt, Mr. Bewil, I muſt tell you, this Cooinefs, this 
Gravity,' this Shew of Conſcience, ſhall never cheat-me 
of my Miſtreſs. You have, indeed, the beſt Excuſe for 
Life, the Hopes of poſſeſſing Lucinda: But, conſider, Sir, 
I have as much Reaſon to be weary of it, if | am to loſe 
her; and my firſt Attempt to recover her, ſhall be to let 
her ſee the dauntleſs'Man, who is to be her Guardian 
and Protefines! i NY of _ 3 

Bew. jun. Sir, ſhew me but the leaſt Glimpſe of Argu- 
ment, that I am authoris'd, by my own Hand to vindi- 
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cal e any lawleſs Inſult of this Nature, and I will ſhew 
thee——to chaſtize thee hardly deſerves the Name of 
Courage ſlight, inconſiderate Man. There is, 
Mr. Myrtle, no ſuch Ferror in quick Anger; and you 
ſhall, you know not why, be cool, as you have, you 
know not why, been warm. 


Myrt. Is the Woman one loves, fo little an Occaſion | 


of Anger? You, perhaps, who know not what it is to 
love, who have your ready, your commodious, your 
foreign Trinket, for your looſe Hours; and from your 
Fortune, your ſpecious outward Carriage, and other 
lucky Circumſtances, as eaſy a Way to the Poſſeſſion of 
a Woman of Honour; you know nothing of what it is 
to be alarm'd, to be diſtracted, with Anxiety and Terror 
of loſing more than Life: Your Marriage, happy Man! 
goes on like common Buſineſs, and in the Interim, you 
have your rambling Captive, your Indian Princeſs, for 
your ſoft Moments of Dalliance, your convenient, your 
ready Indiana. | $25.77 | 
Bew. jun. You have touched me beyond the Patience 
of a Man; and I'm excuſable in the Guard of Innocence 
(or from the Infirmity of human Nature which ean bear 
no more) to accept your Invitation, and obſerve your 
Letter—— Sir, I'll attend you. 


Euter Tom. 


Tom. Did you call, Sir? I thought you did: I heard 
vou ſpeak aloud. ee 441 LET 31 
Bev. jun, Yes, go call a Coach. 127 f 
Tom. Sir, —Mafter— Mr. Myrtle. Friends Gentle- 
men What d'ye mean? I am but a Servant, or 
Bew. jun. Call a Coach, [ Exit Tom, 
[ 4 Tong Pauſe, walking ſullenly by each ather, 
[Ade] Shall I (though provok'd to the uttermoſt) re- 
cover myſelf at the Entrance of a third Perfon, and that 
my Servant too, and not have Reſpect enough to all 
I have ever been receiving from Infancy, the Obliga- 
tion to the beſt of Fathers, to an unhappy Virgin too, 
whoſe Life depends on mine. [ Shulting the Door. 
3 OM | [To 
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[To Myrtle.] IJ have, thank Heaven, had Time ta 


recollect myſelf, and ſhall not, for fear of what ſuch a 
: raſh Man as you think of me, keep longer unexplain'd 
the falſe Appearances, under which your Infirmity of 
- Temper makes you ſuffer; when, perhaps too much 


Regard to a falſe Point of Honour, makes me prolong 


that Suffe:ing, : 

Mert. I am ſure, Mr. Bewil cannot doubt, but I had 
rather have Satisfaction from his Innocence, than his 
Sword. | | 


Bev. jun, Why then would you afk it firft that Way? 
Myrt. Conſider, you kept your Temper yourſelf no 


longer than till | ſpoke to the Diſadvantage of her you 
lov'd. ee | „ 

Bev. jun. True. But let me tell you, I have ſaved 
you from the moſt exquiſite Diſtreſs, even tho' you had 
ſucceeded in the Diſpute: I know you ſo well, that I 


am ſure, to have found this Letter about a Man you bad 
kill'd, would have been worſe than Death to yourſelf— 


Read it When he is throughly mortify'd, and Shame 


has got the better of Jealouſy, he will deſerve to be aſ- 
fitted towards obtaining Lucinda. 

Myrt. With what a Superiority has he turn'd the In- 
jury on me, as the Appreſſor? I begin to fear I have 
ry too far tranſported A Treaty in our Family! is 


not that ſaying too much? I ſhall relapſe——But I find 


(on the Poſtſcript) /omething /ike Fealonſy with what 
Face can I ſee my Benefactor? my Advocate? whom 
I have treated like a Betrayer. Oh! Bewil, with 
what Words ſhall [-——— | 
Bew. jun. There needs none; to convince, is much 
more than to conquer. a 5 | 5 
Myrt. But can you — 7 | 
Bew. jun. You have o'erpaid the Inquietude you gave 
me, in the Change I ſee in you towards me: Alas! what 
Machines are we! thy Face is alter'd to that of another 
Man; to that of my Companion, my Friend. 
Myrt. That I could be fuch a precipitang Wretch! 
Bev. Jun. P ray no more. | 
Myrt. Let me reflect how many Friends have died, 


by 
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by the Hands of Friends, for want of Temper; and you 
muſt give me Leave to ſay again, and again, how much 
I am beholden to that ſuperior Spirit you have ſubdu'd 
me with—what had become of one of us, or perhaps 


both, had you been as weak as I was, and as incapable. 
of Reaſon ? 


Bew. jun. I congratulate to us both the Eſcape from 
ourſelves, and hope the Memory of it will make us 
dearer Friends than ever. ; | . 

Myrt. Dear Bevil, your friendly Conduct has con- 
vinc'd me that there is nothing manly, but what is con- 
ducted by Reaſon, and agreeable to the Practice of 
Virtue and juſtice, and yet, how many have been ſa- 
crific'd to that Idol, the unreaſonable Opinion of Men! 
Nay, they are fo ridiculous in it, that they often uſe 
their Swords againſt each other, with diſſembled Anger, 
and real Fear. | 

Betray'd by Honour, and compell'd by Shame, 

They hazard Being, to preſerve a Name: 

Nor dare inquire into the dread Miſtake, 


Till plung'd in ſad Eternity they Wake. [Exeunt. 


SCENE St. James's Park. 
Enter Sir John Bevil and Mr. Sealand. 


Sir F. Bev, Give me Leave, however, Mr. Sealand, 
as we are upon a Treaty for uniting our Families, to 
mention only the Buſineſs of an ancient Houſ —. 
Genealogy and Deſcent are to be of ſome Conſideration, 
in an Affair of this Sort 

Mr. Seal. Genealogy and Deſcent! —— Sir John, value 
' yourſelf as you pleaſe upon your ancient Houſe, I am to 

talk freely of every Thing you are pleas'd to put into 
your Bill of Rates on this Occaſion. yet, Sir, | have 


made no Objections to your Son's Family — ' Tis his 
Morals that I doubt. | | 
Sir F. Bev. Sir, I can't help ſaying, that what might 
injure a Citizen's Credit, may be no Stain to a Gentle- 
man's Honour, | | 
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| berly and diſcreetly, that ever left it of. 
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Mr. Seal. Sir John, the Honour of a Gentleman is 
liable to be tainted, by as ſmall a Matter as the Credit 
of a Trader; we are talking of a Marriage, and in ſuch 
a Caſe, the Father of a young Woman will not think it 
an Addition to the Honour, or Credit of her Lover —— 


that he is a Keeper , 
Sir J. Bev. Mr. Sealand, don't take upon you to 


l ſpoil my Son's Marriage with any Woman elſe. 


Mr. Seal. Sir John, let him apply to any Woman 
ele, and have as many Miſtreſſes as he pleaſes 
Sir J. B:v. My Son, Sir, is a diſcreet and ſober: 
Gentleman. 5 4» p s 
Mr. Seal. Sir, J never ſaw a Man that wenched ſo- 
| the De- 
cency obfery'd in the Practice, hides, even from the 
Sinner the Iniquity of it. They purſue it, not that 
their Appetites hurry 'em away; but, I warrant you, 
becauſe tis their Opinion, they may do it. . 
Sir J. Bev. Were what you ſuſpect a Truth 


do you deſign to keep your Daughter a Virgin 'till you 


find a Man unblemiſh'd that Way ? 

Mr. Seal. Sir, as much a Cit as you take me for: 
I know the Town and the V/orld—and give me Leave 
to ſay that we Merchants are a Species of Gentry, that 
have grown into the World this laſt Century, and are 


ass honourable, and almoſt as uſeful, as you landed 


Folks, that have always thought yourſelves ſo much 
above us; for your trading, forſooth! is extended no 
farther, than a Load of Hay, or a fat Ox You are 
pleaſant People, indeed; becauſe you are generally bred 
up to be lazy, therefore I warrant you, Induſtry is diſ- 
honourable. : * 


1 Bew. Be not offended, Sir; let us go back to 


our Point. | 
Mr. Seal. Oh! not at all offended but I don't 


love to leave any Part of the Account unclos'd——look 
you, Sir John, Compariſons are odious, and more par- 


ticularly to on Occaſions of this Kind, when we are 


projecting Races, that are to be made out of both Sides 
of the Compariſons, ary - , 
a2 ir 
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Sir J. Bev, But, my Son, Sir, is, in the Eye of the 
World, a Gentleman of Merit. 

Mr. Seal. 1 own to you, I think him ſo. — — Bat, 
Sir John, I am a Man exercis'd, and experienced in 
Chances, and Diſaſters; I loſt, in my earlier Years, a 
very fine Wife, and with her a poor little Infant: this 
makes me, perhaps, over- cautious, to preſerve the ſe- 
cond Bounty of Providence to me, and be as careful as 
I can of this Child—you'll pardon me, my poor Girl, 
Sir, is as valuable to me, as your boaſted Son, to you. 

Sir F. Bev. Why that's one very good Reaſon, Mr. 
Sealand, why I wiſh my Son had her. 

Mr. Seal. There is nothing but this ſtrange Lady 
here, this Incagnita, that can be objected to him 
here and there a Man falls in Love with an artful Crea- 
ture, and gives up all the Motives of Life, to that one 
Paſſion. 

Sir J. Bev. A Man of my Son's Underſtanding, can- 
not be ſuppoſed to be one of them. 

Mr. Seal. Very wiſe Men have been ſo enſlav'd; ank 
when a Man marries with one of them upon his Hands, 
whether moved from the Demand of the World, or 
lighter Reaſons; ſuch a Huſband ſoils with his Wife, 
for a Month perhaps then God bw'y' Madam 
the. Show's over—ah! John Dryden points out ſuch a 
Huſband to a hair, where he ſays, 

And while abroad ſo — the Dolt is, 

Poor Spouſe at home as ragged as a Colt is. | 
Now in plain Terms, Sir, I ſhall not care to have my 


poor Girl turn'd a grazing, and that mult be the Caſe 
when 


Sir J. Bev But pray conſider, Sir, my Son | 

Mr. Seal. Look you, Sir, I'll make the Matter ſhort, 
This unknown Lady, as I told you, is all the Objection 
J have to him. But one Way or other, he is, or has 
been; certainly engag'd to her am therefore re- 
ſolv'd this very Afternoon, to viſit her: Now from her 
Behaviour, or Appearance, I ſhall ſoon be let into, what 
I may fear or hope for. 

r 7. Bev. Sir, I am very confident, there can be 

LEE C 4 nothing. 
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nothing inquired into, relating to my Son, that will not, 
wpon being underſtood, torn to his Advantage. 
Mr. Seal. | hope that as fincerely, as you believe it. 
Sir John Bevil, when J am ſatisfied in this great Point, 
if your Son's Conduct anfwers the Character you give 
him, I ſhall wiſh your Alliance more than that of any 
Gentleman in Great. Britain, and ſo your Servant. [ Exit. 
Sir J. Bev. He is gone in a Way but barely civil; but 
bis great Wealth, and the Merit of his only Child, the 
Heireſs of it, are not to be loft for a little Peeviſhneſs— 


Enter Humphrey. 


Oh! Humphrey, you are come in a ſeaſonable Minute; 
F want to talk to thee, and to tell thee, that my Head 
and Heart are on the Rack, about my Son. 

Humph. Sir, you may truſt his Diſcretion, I am ſure 
you may. WE ofa 

Sir J. Bev. Why, I do believe I may, and yet I'm in 
a thouſand Fears, when I lay this vaſt Wealth before. 
me: When I conſider his Prepoſſeſſions, either generous, | 
to a Folly, in an honourable Love, or abandon'd, paſt 
Redemption, in a vicious one; and from the one or the 
other, bis Inſenſibility to the faireſt Proſpect, towards 
doubling our Eſtate: a Father, who knows how uſeful. 
Wealth is, and how neceſſary, even to thoſe who deſpiſe 
it, 1 ſay a Father, Humphrey, a Father cannot bear it. 

Humpbh. Be not tranſported, Sir; you will grow inca- 
pable of taking any Reſolution, in your Perplexi y. 

Sir F. Bev. Yes, as angry as I am with him, I would 
not hare him furpriz'd in any Thing This mercan- 
tile rough Man may go groſly into the Examination of 
this Matter, and talk to the Gentlewoman ſo as to 

Humph. No, I hope, not in an abrupt Manner. 

Sir J. Bev No, I hope not! Why, doſt thou know 
any Thing of her, or of him, or of any Thing of it, or 
all of it? | VV 

Humph. My dear Maſter, I know ſo much! that I 
told him this very Days. you had Reaſon to be ſecretly. 

1er. 


dut of Humour about 


Sir J. Bev. Did you go ſo far? Well, what faid he 
to that? gee 5 Hamph. 
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| Humph. His Words were, looking upon me ſtedfaſtly: 
Humphrey, fays he, that Woman is a Woman of 
Honour. 

Sir J. Bev. How! Do you think he is married to her 
or deſigns to marry her? 

Humph. I can fay nothing to the latter But he 
| ſays, he can marry no one without your Conſent, while 
you are living. 

Sir F. Bev. If he ſaid ſo much, I know he ſcorns to 
break his Word with me. 

Humph. I am fare of that. 4 

Sir J. Bev. You are ſure of that Well! that's 
ſome Comfort Oh, Humphreg———— 

Hlumpb. You are not il, I hope, Sir. 

Sir J. Bev. Yes, a Man is very ill, that is in a very 
ill Humour: To be a Father, is to be in Care for one, 
whom you oftner diſoblige than pleaſe, by that very 
Care Oh! that Sons could know the Duty to a 
Father, before they themſelves are Fathers But, 
perhaps you'll fay now, that I am one of the happieſt 
Fathers in the World; but I aſſure you, that of the very 
happieſt is not a Condition to be envied, 

Humph.. Sir, your Pain ariſes, not from the Thing it- 

ſelf, but your particular Senſe of it You are over- 
fond, nay, give me Leave to ſay, you are unjuſtly ap- 
prehenſive from your Fondneſs: My Maſter Bevil never 
diſoblig'd you, and he will, I know he will, do every 
Thing you ought to expeR. 
Sir F. Bev. He won't take all this Money wich this 
Girl For ought I know, he will, forſoo:h, have ſo 
much Moderation, as to think he ought not to force his 
Liking for any Conſideration. 

Humph, He is to marry her, not you3 he is to live 
with her, not you, Sir. 

Sir J. Bev I know not what to think; but I know, 
nothing can be more miſerable than to be in this Doubs 
— ollow me; I muſt come to ſome Reſolution. 


[Exeunte 


8 SCENE; 


the Day get her to her Lover, and would do it 
| But ſhe forſooth, will allow no Plot to get him; but if 


SCEN E, Bevil Juniors Lodgings. | 
£mer Tom and Phillis. 


7 om. Well, Madam, if you muſt ſpeak with Mr. Myr- 
ve, you ſhall; he is now with my Maſter in the Library. 

Phil, But you muſt leave me alone with him, for he 
can't make me a preſent, nor I ſo handſomly take any 
'Thing from-him, before you; it would not be decent. 

Tom, It will be very decent indeed, for me to re- 


; 
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3 tire, and leave my Miſtreſs with another Man. 


Phil He is a Gentleman, and will treat one properly. 
Tom. I believe ſo but, however, I won't be far off, 
and therefore will venture to truſt you; I'll call him to 

1 [Exit Tom. 
Pbil. What a deal of Pother and Sputter here is, be- 
tween my Miſtreſs and Mr. Myrtle, I could any Hour of 


he can come to her, I know ſhe would be glad of it; 1 
muſt therefore do ber an acceptable Violence and ſurprize 
her into his Arms. I am fore I go by the beſt Rule 
imaginable: If ſhe were my Maid, I ſhou!d think her 

the DE Servant i in the World, for doing fo by me. 


Enter Myrtle and Tom. 


Oh sir! You and Mr. B-il are fine Gentlemen, to let a 
Lady remain under ſuch Difficulties as my poor Miſtreſs, 
and not'Attempt to ſet her at Liberty, or releaſe her from 
ker Danger of being inſtantly married to Cimb-rion. 
Myrt. Tom has been telling But what is to be done? 
Phil. What is to be done hen a Man can't come at 


his Miftreſs ?—— Why can't you fire our Houſe, or the 


next Houſe to us, to make us run out, and you take us! 
Myrt. How, Mrs. Phillis =wonn—_ 
Phil. Ay let me fee that Rogue deny to fire a 
Houſe; make a Riot, or any other little Thing, When 


there were no other Way to come at me. 


Tom. | am oblig'd to you, Madam. | 
Phil, Why, don't we hear evgry Day of People's banging 
_ ! themſelves 
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themſelves for Love, and won't they venture the Hazard 
of being hang'd for Love?——Oh! were I a Man 

Myrt. What manly Thing would you have me under- 
take? according to your Ladyſhip's Notion of a Man. 

Phil, Only be at once, what, one time or other, you 
1 be, and wiſh to be, or muſt be. 

Myrt. Dear Girl, ralk plaialy to me, and conſider, I, 
in my Condition, can't be in very good Humour ——= 
you ſay to be once what I muſt be. 

_ Phil, Ay, ay I mean no more than to be an old 
Man; In a W =. old Sir Geaffry Cimberton is every 
Hour expected in Town, to join in the Deeds. and-Set- 
tlements, for marrying Mr. Cimberton He is half 
blind; half lame, half deaf, half db; tho', as to his 
Palkions and Deſires, he is as warm and ridiculous as 
when in the Heat of Youth. | 

Tom. Come to the Bufinefs, and don't keep the Gen- 
tleman in Suſpence for the Pleaſure of being courted, as 
you ſerve me, 

Phil. I ſaw you at the Maſquerade act ſuch a one to 
Perfection; go, and put on that very Habit, and come 
to our Houſe as Sir Ge:ffy. / There is not one there, 
but myſelf, knows his Perſon; I was born in the Pariſh - 
where he is Lord of the Manor. I have ſeen him often 
and often, at Church in the Country. Do not heſitate; 
but come thither; they will think you bring a certain 
Security againſt Mr. Myrile, and you bring Mr. Myrzle; 
leave: the reſt to me, I leave this with you; and expect 

They don't, I told you, know you; they think you 
out of Town, which you had as good be for ever, if you 


loſe this Opportunity —1 muſt be gone; I know Iam 
* at home. 


Myrt. My dear Phillis ! 
[ Catches and kiſſes her, and giczes her Money. 
- Phil: O Fy!:My Kiſſes are not my own; you have 
9 ee Vivliheess but III carry em to the right 
Owner. [Tom, ies her] Come, ſee me down Stairs Tro 
Tome] and leave the Lover to think of his laſt G me 
for more [Exeunt Tom and Phillis. 
Het. I think I will D attempt this wild Ex- 
| pedient—ihe Extravagance of it will make me «fs 


„ 
* : a * — DIPS 1 


5 


, ¶ͤ :D Os VO ws oe AAAS > 


— 


60 The Cons crous LovERVS. 


ſuſpected. and it will give me Opportunity to aſſert my 
own Right to Lucinda, without whom I cannot live: 
But I am ſo mortify'd at this Conduct of mine towards 
poor Bevil; he muſt think meanly of me I know 
not how to reaſſume myſelf, and be in Spirit enough 
for ſuch an Adventure as this Yet I muſt attempt 


. It, if it be only to be near Lucinda, under her preſent 


Perplexities; and fure 
The next Delight to Tranſport, with the Fair, 
Is to relieve her, in her Hours of Care. [Exit 


UPON OUIDLGOLYOUNOUI DUYOUZOEB! 
A CT V. sI. 
SCENE, Sealants Houſe. 


Ener Phillis, a Lights, before Myrtle, diſguivd lihe ok 


Sir Geoffry ; ſupported by Mrs. Sealand, Lucinda and 
Cimberton. 


Mrs. Seal. OW I have ſeen you thus far, Sir 
Geoffry, will you excuſe me a Moment, 
while I give my nocellary Orders for your Accommo- 
dation? [ Exit Mrs. Seal. 

Myrt. T have not ſeen you, Coufin Cimberton, ſince 
you were ten Vears old; and as it is incumbent on you, 
to keep up our Name and Family, I ſhall, upon very 


reaſonable Terms, join with you in a Settlement to that 


- Purpoſe. Tho' I muſt tell you, Couſin, this i is the firſt 


Merchant that has married into our Houſe. 5 
Luc. Deuce on em am I a Merchant, becauſe my 


Father is? ! [ A4fidas 


Myrt. Bat is he directly a Trader at this Time? | 
Cimb. There's no hiding the Diſgrace, Sir; he trades 
to all Parts of the World. 

Myrt. We never had one of our Family before, who 


: 8 from Perſons that did any Thing. 


Cimb. Sir, ſince it is a Girl that they have, I am, 75 | 
the Honour of my Family, willing to take it in again; 
and to fink her into our Name, and no Harm done. 

Myrt. Tis prudently and generouſly __ 4 — 
Is this the young Thing? | . 

Ci mb. Les, Sir. | Phil, 
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. Phil, Good Madam, don't be out of Humour, but let 
them run to the utmoſt of their mne 
them out. 

Myrt. Can't I ſee her nearer? My Eyes are but weak. 

Phil. Beſide, I am ſure the Uncle has ſomething 
worth your Notice. I'll take Care to get off the young 
one, and leave you to obſerve what may be wrought 
out of the old one for your Good. [ Exit. 

Cimb. Madam, this old Gentleman, your great Uncle, 
deſires to be introduced to 5 and to ſee you nearer! 
——— Approach, Sir. 

Myrt. By your Leave, young Lady [ Puts on 
Speaacles] —— Coufin Cimberion! She has exactly that 
Sort of Neck and Boſom, for which my Siſter Gertrude 
was ſo much admir'd, in the Vear ſixty-one, before the 
French Dreſſes firſt diſcovered any Thing in Women, 
below the Chin. | 

Luc. Chin, quotha—l don't beliere my paſſionate Lover 
there knows whether I have one or not. Ha! ha! 
Myrt. Madam, I would not willingly offend, but I 

have a better Glaſs [ Pulls out a üer one. 


Enter Phillis ts Cimberton. 


Phil. Sir, my Lady deſires to ſhew the Apartment to 
you, that ſhe intends for Sir Geoffry. 

Cimb. Well, Sir! by that Time you have ſufficiently 

gazed, and ſunned yourſelf in the Beauties of my Spouſe 

. I will wait on you again. | Ex. Cimb. azd Phil, 

Myrt. Were it not, Madam, that 1 might be trouble- 
ome, there is ſomething of Importance, tho'.we are 
alone, which I would ſay more ſafe from being heard. 
Luc. There is ſomething in this old Fellow methinks, 
that raiſes my Curioſity. 

Myrt. To be free, Madan, I: as n contemn this 
Kinſman of mine, as you do, and. am forty to fee ſo 
much Beauty and Merit devoted, by your Parents, to ſo 
inſenſible a Poſſeſſor. 

Luc. Surprizing .I hope then, Sir, you will not 
contribute to the Wrong you are ſo generous to Pity, 
whatever may be the Intereſt of your Family, 


Art, 
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It. This Hand of mine ſhall never be employ'd 
to ſign any Thing, againſt your Good and Happineſs. 
Luc. I am ſorry, Sir, it is not in my Power to 
make you proper Acknowledgments; but there is a 


Gentleman in the World, whoſe Gratitude will, 1 wa 
ſure, be worthy-of the Faront. 1 24 


Myrt. All the Thanks 1 defire, Madam, « re in n your 


Power to give. 
Luc. Name them, and command. them. 1 
Myrt. Only, Madam, that the firſt Time you are alone 

with your Lover, you will with open Arms receive him. 
Luc. As willingly as his Heart could wiſh it. 

Art. Thus then he claims your Promiſel O Lucinda! 
Luc. Ol a Cheat! a Cheat! a Cheat! 
Myrt. Huſh! tis 1. tis I. your Lene 22 bimlels, 

Madam. 

Luc. O bleſs me! what a Raſhneſ: and Folly to ſar- 
prize me ſo But huſh——my Mother — 
Enter Mrs. Sealand, Cimberton, and Phillis. 
Mrs. Seal. How now !: what's the Matter? 
Lac. O, Madam! as ſoon as you left the Room, my 

Uncle fell into a ſudden Fit, and—aud—ſo I cry'd out 

for Help to ſupport him, and conduct him to his Chamber. 

Mis. Seal. That was ANY done! Alas! om how-do 

you find yourſelf? 

Mt. Never was taken in ſo odd a Way i in my Ei 

pray lead me! Oh! I was talking here pray 2 

me} to my Couſin Cimberton's young Lady — 


[Cimberton and Lucinda lead bim, as one in Pain, ke, 


Cimb. Pox!* Uncle, you will pull my Ear: off, ct 
Luc. Pray Uncle! you will ſqueeze me to Death. 

Mr. Seal. No Matter, no Matter--he knows not what 
mY does. Come, Sir, ſhall I help you out my 
Myrt. By no 5 I'n —— no Body duds my 
youps Couſins here. 05 7.05 fT ws lead bin of 
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Enter Mr. Sealand, 7 "Humphrey. | 8 


Mr. Seal. I am very glad, Mr. Humphrey * . 
agree with me, that it is for our common Good, I I ſhould 
look thorou dr into this Maticrs Huupb. 


* 


1 


i 


4 


The Consciovs Lovzxs. 62 


Humpb. I am indeed, of that Opinion; for there is 
no Artifice, nothing concealed in our Family, which 
ought in Juſtice to be known; I need not deſire you, 
Sir, to treat the Lady with Care and Reſpect. 

Mr. Seal. Maſter Humphrey = [ ſhall not be rude, 


tho'I deſign to be a little abrupt, and come into the Mat- 


ter at once, to ſee how ſhe will bear, upon a Surpriſe— 

Humph. That's the Door; Sir, I wiſh you Succeſs. | Exit, _ 
Mr. Seal, — Knocks] II carry this Matter with an 
Air of Authority, to enquire, tho' I make an Errand to 
begin Diſcourſe. [ Knocks again, and enter a Fooi-boy. ] 8o 


young Man! is your Lady within? 


Boy. Alack, Sir? I am but a Country Boy—I don't 
know, whether ſhe is, or noa: but an you'll flay a bit, 
Vil goa, and aſk the Gentlewoman that's with her, 

My. Seal. Why, Sirrah, tho? you are a Country Boy, 
you can ſee can't you? you know whether ſhe is at home, 
when you ſee her, don” t you? 

Boy. Nay, nay, I'm not ſuch a Country Lad anti 
Maſter, to think ſhe is at home becauſe I ſee her: I 


have been in Town but a Month, and I loſt one Place 


already, for believing my own Eyes. 

Mr. Seal, Why, Sirrah! have you learnt to lie ales? 

Boy. Ah! Maſter! Things that are Lies in the Coun- 
try, are not Lies at London—l begin to know my Buſi- 
neſs a little better than ſo - but an you pleaſe to walk 
in, I'll call a Gentlewoman to you, that can tell you for 
certain — ſhe can make bold to aſt my Lady herſelf. 
Mr. Seal. O! then, ſhe is within, I find, tho you 


dare not ſay fo. 


Boy. Nay, nay! that's neither here or there: what's 
mattter, whether ſhe is within or no, if the has not a 
Mind to ſee any Body ? 


Mr. Seal, I can't zel, Sirrah, whether you. are arch, i” 


or ſimple, but however get me a direct Anſwer, and 
here's a Shilling for you. 


Boy. Will you pleaſe to walk 1 in, il ſee what I can 
do for you, 

Mr. Seal. I fee you will be fit for your ige in 
Time, Child. But I expect to meet with, nothing but 


Extraordinaries in ſuch a Houſe, | Boy. 


LY 
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Bey. Such a Houſe! Sir, you han't ſeen it yet: Pray 
walk in. | ; , 
Mr. Seal. Sir, I'll wait upon you, [Exeunt, 


SCENE, Indiana's Hoe. 


Enter Iſabella, and Boy. 


Jab. So Daniel? what News with you? 
Boy. Madam there's a Gentleman below wou'd ſpeak 
with my Lady. EET gp 
-  1/ab. Sirrah? don't you know Mr, Bevil yet? 
Madam, *tis not the Gentleman who comes every 
Day, and afks for you, and won't go in *till he knows 
whether you are with her or no. : 
Jab. Ha! that's a Particular I did not know before: 
Well; be it who it will, let him come up to me. 
[Exit Boy; and re-enters with Mr. Sealand. 
| _ _ Ifabella looks amaz'd! © 
Mr. Seal. Madam, I can't blame your being a little 
ſurpriz'd, to fee a perfect Stranger make a Viſit, and 
Jab. I am indeed furpriz'd ! I fee he does not 
know me. 7 5 
Mr. Seal. You are very prettily lodg'd here, Madam, 
in troth you ſeem to have every Thing in Plenty ——— 
a Thouſand a Year, I warrant you, upon this pretty 
Neft of Rooms, and the dainty one within them. 
35 IlAlide and booking about. 
Lab. [ Apart.) Twenty Years, it ſeems, have leſs Effect 
In the Alteration of a Man of Thirty, than of a Girl of 
Fourteen—he's almoſt ſtill the ſame: How ſhall I contain 
my Surprize and Satisfaction! he muſt not know me yet. 
Mr. Seal. Madam, I hope I don't give you any Diſ- 
turbance; but there is a young Lady here, with whom 


I have a particular Buſineſs to diſcourſe, and I hope ſhe 


will admit me to that Favour. | | 
Jab. Why, Sir, have you had any Notice concerning 
Her; 1 wonder who could give it you. 4 
Mr. Seal. That, Madam, is fit only to be commu- 
nicated to herſelf. - | 
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Jab. Well, Sir! you fhall ſee her: for now I am as 
a Mother, and will truſt her with you. . 
Mr. Seal. As a Mother! right; that's the old Phraſe, 
for one of thoſe commode Ladies, who lend out Beauty, 
for Hire, to young Gentlemen that have preſſing Occa- 


ſions. But here comes the precious Lady herſelf. In 
troth a very ſightly Woman „ | 


| Enter Indiana, | 

Ind. J am told, Sir, you have ſome Affair that requires 
your ſpeaking with me. | : 
Mr. Seal. Yes, Madam: There came to my Hands 
a Bill drawn by Mr. Bevil, which is payable To- mor- 
row; and he, in the Intercourſe of Buſineſs, ſent it-to 
me, who have Caſh of his, and defired me to ſend a 
Servant with it ; but I have made bold to bring you the 
Money myſelf. | 

Ind. Sir! was that neceſſary? 


Ur. Seal. No, Madam; but to be free with you, the 


Fame of your Beauty, and the Regard, which Mr. Bewil 
is a little too well known to have for you! excited my 
Curioſity. : 28H 85 1 | 
Ind. Too well known to have for me! Your ſober 


Appearance, Sir, which my Friend deſcrib'd, made me ; 


expect no Rudeneſs, or Abſurdity, at leaſt Who's 
| there? Sir, if you pay the Money to a Servant, *twill 
bean well i, | 5 1 
Mr. Seal. Pray, Madam, be not offended? I came 


hither on an innocent, nay a virtuous Deſign? and, if 


you will have Patience to hear me, it may be as uſeful 
to you, as you are in Friendſhip with Mr. Bevil, as to 
my only Daughter, whom I was this Day diſpoſing of. 
Ind. You make me hope, Sir, I have miſtaken you: 

I am compos'd again; be free, ſay on——what I am 
afraid to hear - | | LAlde. 
M. Seal. I fear'd, indeed, an unwarranted Paſſion 
here, but I did not think it was in Abuſe of ſo worthy 
an Object, ſo accompliſh'd a Lady, as your Senſe and 
Mein beſpeak but the Youth of our Age care 


2,7 


not what Merit and Virtue they bring to Shame, ſo they — 


Stati 
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* 


| 
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1nd. Sir—you are going into very great Errors 
but, as you are pleas'd to ſay you ſee ſomething in me 
that has chang'd, at leaft, the Colour, of your Suſpicions; 
ſo has your Appearance alter'd mine, and made me 
earneſtly attentive to u hat has any Way concern'd you, 
to enquire into my Affairs, and Character. 

Me. Seal. How ſenſibly! with what an Air ſhe talks! 

Ind. Good Sir, be ſeated and tell me tenderly— 
keep all your Suſpicions concerning me alive, that you 
may in à proper and prepared Way ————acquaint 
me why the Care of your Daughter obliges a Perſon” 

of your ſeeming Worth and Fortune, to be thus inquiſi- 
tive about a wretched, helpleſs, friendleſs— Weeping. ] 
But I beg your Pardon tho“ J am an Orphan, 
your Child is not; and your Concern for her, it ſeems, 
has brought vou hither III be * enen 
pray go on, Sir. ; 

Mr. Seal. How could Mr. Bewil be ſuch a Monſter, 
to in jure ſuch a Woman? 

Ind. No, Sir—.— you wrong 1 not in 
jared me my Support is from his Bounty. 

Mr. Seal. Bounty! when Gluttons give high Prices 
for Delicates, they are prodigious bountiful. TY 

Ind. Still, ſtill you will perſiſt in that Error 
But my own Feats tell me all=—Yow are the Gentle- 
man, I ſuppoſe, for whoſe. happy Daughter he is de- 
ſign'd, a Huſband, by his gc2d Father, and he i is to boy 
perhaps this Night a Bridegroom. 

Mr. Seal. I own he was intended fack : But PO WAY, 
on your Account, I have determin'd to defer my 
Daughter's Marriage, till I am fatisfied from your own 
Mouth, of what ee are the eee you are un- 
der to him. | 

Ind. His Actions, Sir, His Eyes, have only made n me 
think, he deſign'd to make me the Partner of his Heart. 
The Goodneſs and Gentleneſs of his Demeanour made 
me miſinterpret all TWas my own Hope, my own 
Paſſign, that deluded me be never made one amorous 
Advance to me - His large Heart, and beſtowing 
Hand, have only help'd the Miſerable, Nor know 't 
| ts. — ty Why 4 8 
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why, but from his mere Delight in Virtue, that IT have 

been his Care, the Object on which to indulge and eue 

bimſelf, with pouring Favours, 

„ —- Mr. Scal. Madam, I know not why it is, but I, a8 

ö well as you, am methinks afraid of entering into the; 

Matter I came about; but 'tis the ſame Thing, as if we- 

| had talk'd never fo diſtinctiy— he ne'er ſhall have a 
Daughter. of mine. 

Ind. If you ſay this from what you think of me, 

you wrong yourſelf and him —— Let not me, miſerable 
though I may be, do Injury to my Benefator——No, 
Sir, my Treatment oughr rather to reconcile you to 
his Virtues — If to beſtow, without a Proſpect of 
Return; if to delight in ſupporting, what might, per- 
haps, be thought an Object of Deſire, with no other 
View than to be her Guard againſt thoſe who would not 
be ſo diſintereſted; if theſe Actions, Sir, can in a care- 
ful Parent's Eye commend him to a Daughter, give 
yours, Sir; give her to my honeſt, generous Bewil,w— 
What have I to do, but figh, and weep, to rave, run 
wild, a Lunatick in Chains, or hid in Darkneſs, mutter 
in diſtracted Starts, and broken Accents, my _—_ 
ſtrange Story! | 

1 Me. Seal. Take Genet 1 

| ; Ind. All my Comfort muſt be to » in Mad- 


neſs, to relieve with af in my Deſpair, and ſhrieking 
to demand of Fate, why 


| Variety of Sorrows? 
I Mr. Seal. If I have been the leaſt e * 
Ind. No—'twas Heaven's high Will I ſhould. be ſuch 
. to be plunder'd in my Cradle! Toſs'd on the Seas! 
| and even there, an Infant Captive! to loſe my Mother, 
hear but of my Father To be A lole my 
Adopter! then plunged again in worſe Calamities [ f 
„ Mr. Seal. An Infant Captive! 
[nd. Yet then! to find the moſt Charming of Mani | 
kind, once more to ſet me free, (from what I thought 
the laſt Diſtreſs) to load me with his Services, his Boun- 
ties, and his Favours; to ſupport my very Life, in a 


way, that ſtole, at the ſame time, my as Soul itſelf 
from me, 


-- 
* +» 
— .* 


why was I born to ſack 


- 
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Mr. Seal. And has young Bevil been this worthy Man? 
Ind. Vet then again, this very Man to take another! 
without leaving me the Right, the Pretence of eaſing my 
fond Heart with Tears! For oh! I can't reproach him, 
though the ſame Hand that rais'd me to this Height, 
now throws me down the Precipice. | 

Mr. Seal. Dear Lady! O yet one Moment's Patience; 
my Heart grows full with your Affliction? But yet, 
there's ſomething in your Story that 

Ind. My Portion here is Bitterneſs, and Sorrow. | 

Mr. Segl. Do not think fo: Pray anſwer me: Does 
Zevil know your Name and Family? 

Ind. Alas! too well! O, could I be any other Thing, 
than what I am— PII tear away all Traces of my 
former ſelf, my little Ornaments, the Remains of my 
firſt State, the Hints of what I ought to have been 
I ber Disorder, ſhe throws away her Bracelet which 
; Sealand tales up, and looks earneſtly on it, 

Mr. Seal. Ha! what's this? my Eyes are not deceiv'd ! 
It is, it is the ſame! the very Bracelet which I bequeath'd 
my Wife, at our laſt mournful Parting. 

Ind. What ſaid you, Sir! Your Wife! Whither does 
my Fancy carry me? What means this unfelt Motion at 
my Heart? And yet again my Fortune but deludes me; 
for if I err not, Sir, your Name is Sea/and: But my loſt 
Father's Name was — | 19 | 
M.. Seal. Danvers! was it not? 

* What new Amazement! That is indeed my Fa- 
mi * | | Fa . 

Mr. Seal. Know then, when my Misfortunes drove me 
to the Indies, for Reaſons too tedious now to mention, I 
chang'd my Name of Danvers into Sealand. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Jab. If yet there wants an Explanation of your Won- 
der, examine well this Face (yours, Sir, I well remem- 
ber) gaze on, and read, in me, your Siſter //abella/ 
Mr. Seal. My Siſte!! | 4 
Jab. But here's a Claim more tender yet your 


dadiana, Sir, your long-loſt Daughier. Fo 


: 
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Mr. Seal. O my Child! my Child! 

Ind. All-Gracious! Heay*n! is it poſſible! do I em- 
brace my Father! 4-3: 

Mr. Seal. And do I hold thee—Theſe Paſſions are too 
ſtrong for Utterance--Riſe, riſe, my Child, and give my 5 
Tears their Way ——O my Siſter! [ Embracing her, 

1/ab. Now, deareſt Niece, if I have wrong'd thy no- 
ble Lover with too hard Suſpicions; my juſt Concern for 
thee, I hope, will plead my Pardon. t | 

Mr. Seal. O! make him then the full Amends, and 
be yourſelf the Meſſenger of Joy: Fly this inſtant! —— 
tell him all theſe wond'rous Turns of Providence in his 
Favour! Tell him I have now a Daughter to beſtow, 
which he no longer will decline: That this Day he ſtill 
ſhall be a Bridegroom: Nor ſhall a Fortune, the Merit | 
which his Father ſeeks, be wanting: Tell him the Re- 

ward of all his Virtues waits on his Acceptance. [ Zxit 5 
Iſab ] My deareſt Indiana? [Turns and embraces ber. 

nd. Have I then at laſt a Father's Sanction on my 
Love! His bounteous Hand to give, and make my 
Heart a preſent worthy of Bevil's Generoſity? : 

My. Seal. O my Child! how are our Sorrows paſt o'er 
paid by ſuch a Meeting! Though I have loſt fo many 
Years of ſoft paternal Dalliance with thee, yet, in one 
Day to find thee thus, and thus beſtow thee, in ſuch 
perfect Happineſs! is ample! ample Reparation! And 
yet again the Merit of thy Lover, . 

Ind. O! had I Spirits left to tell you of his Actions? 
the Pride, the Joy of his Alliance, Sir, would warm your 
Heart, as he has conquer'd mine. 

Mr. Seal. How laudable is Love, when born of Vir 
tue! I burn to embrace hij _ | 4, 

Ind. See, Sir, my Aunt already has ſucceeded, and 

brought him to your Wiſhes, | 


| Enter Iſabella, with Sir John Bevil, Bevil jun. Mrs, 
Sealand, Cimberton, Myrtle, and Lucinda, 

Sir J. Bev. [ Entering.) Where! where's this Scene 
of Wonder! Mr. Sealand, I congratulate, on this 
Occaſion, our mutual Happineſs —— Your good Siſter, / 
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Sir, has with the Story of your Daughter's Fortune, 


-All'd us with Surprize and Joy! Now all Exceptions are 
remoy'd; my Son has now avow'd his Love, and turn'd 
all former Jealouſies and Doubts to Approbation, and, 


I am told, your Goodneſs has conſented to reward him, 
. Seal If, Sir, a Fortune equal to his Father's 


Hopes, can make this Obje& worthy his Acceptance. 
Bev. jun. I hear your Mention, Sir, of Fortune, with 
Pleaſure only, as it may prove the Means to reconci!e 
the beſt of Fathers to my Love—Let him be Provident, 
but let me be Happy ——My ever, deftin'd, my acknow- 
Hedg'd Wife! [ Embracing Indiana. 

Ind. Wife!--O my ever loved! my Lord! my Matter ! 
© Sir J. Bev. I congratulate myſelf as well as you, that 
1 have a Son, who could, under ſuch Diſadvantages, 
diſcover your great Merit. 


Mr. Seal. O! Sir John! how vain, how weak is hy-. 


man Prudence? What Care, what Foleſight, what Ima- 
gination could contrive ſuch bleſt Events, to make our 


Children happy, as Providence in one ſhort Hour has 


laid before us? 

Cin. [To Mrs. Sealand I am afraid, Madam, Mr. 
Sealand is a little too buſy for our Affair, if you pleaſe 
we'll take another Opportunity. 


Mrs. Seal. Let us have Patience, Sir. During this 

Cim. But we make Sir Geoffry wait, (Bev. jun. pre- 
Madam. | ſents Lucinda 
Myrt. © Sir Pm not in haſte. J zo Indiana. 


Mr. Seal. But bere! here's our general Benefactor: 


Excellent young Man, that could be, at once, a Lover 


to her Beauty, and a Parent to her Virtue. 

Bev. jun. If you think that an Obligation, su, give 
me leave to overpay myſelf, in the only Inflance, that 
cen now add to my Felicity, by begging you to beſtow 
this Lady on Mr. Myrtle. 

Mr. Seal. She is his without Reſerve, (I beg he may 


be ſent for) — Mr. Cimbertoy, notwithſtanding you never 


had my Conſent, yet there is, ſince I laſt ſaw you, ano- 
5 ther . to your Marriage with my Daughter. 
. hope, 115 your TOR has conceal'd nothing 


| from me ? | | Mr. 
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Mr. Seal. Troth, Sin! nothing but what was conceal'd - 
from myſelf; another Daughter, who has an undoubted | 
Title to half my Eſtate. 
Cin. How! Mr. Sealand“ Why then if half Mrs. 
Tucinda's Fortune is gone, you can't ſay, that any of my 
Eſtate is ſettled upon her; I was in Treaty for the Whole; 
but if that is not to be come at, to be ſure, there can be 
no Bargain, -Sir,—! have nothing to do but to take m 
leave of your good Lady, my Couſin, and beg Pardon 
for the Trouble I have given this old Gentleman. : 
Myrt. That you have, Mr. Cimberton, with all my 
| Hearr. [ Diſcovers himſe 5 
. Myrtle ! $ 
Ha Myrt. And I — Pardon of the whole Company, that 
| I 00 the Perſon of Sir Geoffry, only to be preſent at 
the Danger of this Lady's being diſpoſed of, and in her 
_ utmoſt Exigence to aſſert my Right to her: Which if her 
| Th will ratify, as they once favour'd my Pretenſions, 
no Abatement of Fortune ſhall leſſen her Value to me. 1 
Luc. Generous Man |! | 
Mr. Seal. If, Sir, you can overlook the laiury of 
being in Treaty with one who has meanly left her, as you 
have generouſly aſſerted your Right in her, ſhe is Yours, 
Luc. Mr. Myrile, Tho' you have ever had my Heart, 
yet now I find I love you more, becauſe I bring you leſs. 
Mrs. Seal. Well! however Pm glad the Girl's diſpoſed 
of any Way. | an. 
Bew. jun. Myrtle] no longer Rivals now, but Brothers. 
Myrt. Dear Bewil! you are born to triumph over me! 
bet now our Competition ceaſes; I rejoice in the Prehe- 
minence of your Virtue, and your Alliance adds Charms 
3 to Lucinda. 
F Sir J. Bev. Now Ladies and Gb you have ſet 
' 4. _ the World a fair Example: Your Happineſs is owing to 
TOS. your Conftancy and Merit: And the ſeveral Difficulties 
you have ſtruggled with, evidently ſuew 
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Whate'er the generous Mind itſelf denies, | 
The ſecret Care of A ſupplies. [Exeunt, 
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8 30 Intended to be Spoken by INDIAN Iz 


UR Authors, whom Intreaties cannot moe, 
: Sfite of the dear Coguetry that you lowe, 
' Sacears bell not fruſtrate ¶ ſo he plainly means) 
By a loofe Epilogue, his indecent Scenes. 1 CT 
I it not, Sirs, hard Fate I meet To-day, » 7 
; ED To keep me rigid flill, beyond the Pla? ñ | 
72 Aud yet, I'mjav'd a world of Pains that Way: 
I noa tan look, I now can move at Eaſe,” 
„Vor need 1 torture theſe poor Limbs to pleaſe ; 
Mor with the Hand or Foot attempt Surprize, 
- 4 Nor wwreſt my Features, nor fatigue my Eyes: 
Bleſi me! What freakiſs Gambols have I play'd ! 
M hat Motions try d, and wanton Looks betrayd! © 
Out of pure Kindneſs all! to over. rule BY 
: T he threaten'd Hiſs, and ſcreen ſome ſeribbling Fool, 
> With mort? Reſpet I'm entertain'd To-night : 
A Our Author thinks, I can with Eaſe delight. 
5 4 My artle/s Looks while modeft Graces arm, 
Hie as, I need but to appear; and charm, 
ie jo form'd by theſe Examples bred, 
Pour Joy and Gladneſs round the Marriage Bed; 
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. 7 Soft Source of Comfort, kind Relief from Care, 

And 'tis her leaſt Perfection to be fair. 

be Nymph wwith Indiana's Worth who wies, 
' ,” Nation will behold with Bevil's Eyes, 
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